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THE  SCHOOL 

"Visions  of  boyhood  shall  float  them  before  you, 
Echoes  of  Dreamland  shall  bear  them  along." 

MAY  days,  May  nights,  May  skies  and  hawthorn- 
blooms  ; 

Hedgerows  half  hidden  by  a  spreading  veil 
Of  bluebells  and  cow-parsley,  nightingales 
Making  mysterious  woodlands  musical, 
And  owls  faint-hooting  across  a  misty  stream  ; 
Springtime  in  England  :    never  more  beautiful 
Than  as  we  used  to  see  it  on  the  Hill 
When  we  were  boys  at  school  !     Let  us  go  back, 
And,  side  by  side  with  those  who  see  them  now, 
Review  with  memory's  eyes  the  golden  scenes 
That  gladden  the  eternal  stream  of  youth 
Which  comes  and  looks  and  passes  on,  as  we  did, 
And,  wandering  through  those  fields  of  happiness, 
Pick  here  and  there  a  blossom  from  the  past 
As  fresh  as  on  the  day  we  saw  it  first. 

Then,  as  we  dream,  the  steps  and  terraces 
Are  peopled  once  again  by  a  gay  throng 
Grey- trousered  and  blue-coated  as  of  old. 
Again  the  long  procession  of  straw-hats 
Jogs  down  the  dusty  street  to  the  cricket-field. 
We  see  ourselves  grown  young,  small  nobodies 
Content  to  worship  those  resplendent  Ones 
Who  played  in  matches.    We  would  buy  a  bag 
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Of  cherries  and  lie  out  among  the  hay 

And  bask  away  the  hours  of  idleness. 

The  little  fairies  of  the  afternoon, 

Who  bring  the  spirit  of  sunny  drowsiness, 

Wove  day-dreams  round  us  till  we  saw  ourselves 

Playing  as  bright  an  innings  for  the  School 

As  those  we  watched  and  envied.     Happy  days, 

Before  we  realized  how  far  desire 

Outstrips  ability  to  achieve  success  ! 

We  dream  of  half-forgotten  punishments 

Which,  softened  by  the  glamour  of  the  past, 

Remain  as  pleasant  memories.     "  Extra  School," 

That  rankled  so  on  fine  half-holidays, 

Chaining  us  to  our  desks  and  Latin  prose 

While  friends  as  culpable,  but  luckier, 

Were  free  to  play  or  bathe,  has  lost  its  sting. 

All  we  remember  is  the  quiet  room, 

Panelled  and  lofty,  redolent  of  age, 

With  mullioned  windows,  through  whose  leaded  panes 

Filtered  the  echoes  of  the  cricket-field, 

And  over  all  a  calm  serenity 

Born  of  the  spaciousness  of  Tudor  days. 

We  live  again  those  magic  summer  nights, 
When  work  was  finished  and  the  lights  were  out. 
Again  we  look  across  the  slumbering  weald 
Where  the  tall  elms,  half  drowned  in  rising  mist 
Faint-shining  in  the  steely  moonlight,  stand 
Without  perspective,  like  a  tapestry  ; 
Beyond,  the  glow  of  London  lights  the  sky, 
A  symbol  of  the  wider  life  to  come. 
The  mystery  of  night,  that  spreads  a  veil 
Of  unreality  over  familiar  things, 
Was  strong  upon  us  in  those  silent  hours, 
Making  the  world  seem  but  a  little  thing. 
Our  eyes,  piercing  eternal  depths  of  space, 


Attuned  our  minds  to  lofty  planes  of  thought. 
The  trivial  routine  of  daily  life, 
Our  work  and  play,  were  all  forgotten  then 
And  early  school  seemed  very  far  away. 

Again  we  see  the  summer  sunset  light 
The  terraced  houses  on  the  western  slope, 
And  gild  those  memory- waking  bricks,  wherein 
The  ashes  of  the  dreams  of  centuries 
Of  boyhood  lie  enshrined,  as  it  gilded  them 
On  those  quiet  evenings  when  we  used  to  stroll 
Along  the  High  Street  at  the  end  of  term. 
The  splendour  of  the  summer  term  was  dead 
And  hot  July  was  drawing  to  its  close  ; 
Contentedly  in  flannels  cool  and  soft 
We  wandered  arm  in  arm  about  the  Hill. 
A  sense  of  peace  was  over  everything, 
Of  work  all  done.     Our  rivals  in  the  plain 
Had  gone  defeated  to  their  riverside, 
And  all  that  stood  between  us  and  our  homes 
Were  a  few  trials  and  the  cock-house  match. 

And  once  again  we  stand  beneath  the  dome 
Of  speech-room,  while  the  songs  we  love  so  well 
Are  thundered  out  in  all  their  majesty 
Of  simple  English  chords  and  cadences 
And  words  that  find  their  echo  in  the  shrine 
Of  our  most  secret  thoughts.     Alas,  too  quick 
Those  last  sweet  moments  of  our  boyhood  pass  ! 
To-morrow  drives  us  out  into  the  world, 
And  all  the  transient  honours  we  have  won 
Will  fall  to  earth  behind  us  and  be  snatched 
By  those  more  lucky  ones  who  need  not  leave. 
O  treasure  up  the  songs  you  sing  that  night, 
The  songs  that  speed  you  forth  upon  your  way. 
Their  harmonies  resound  behind  you  always, 
A  memory  of  happiness  and  pride  ! 
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Small  and  bewildered,  but  brimful  of  hope  and 

ambition, 

Alone  to  the  Hill  you  ascend. 
You,  who  were  monarch  of  all  you  surveyed  at  the 

school  that  has  sent  you, 
Do  you  like  the  position  ? 
All  that  you  need  is  a  friend  ; 
One  you  can  trust  in  the  hour  of  your  trial  and 

temptation 

To  stand  by  if  others  torment  you, 
To  know  when  you  err,  and  prevent  you  ; 
Then  all  will  be  well  with  you.     Soon  you  will  work 

out  your  own  salvation 
And  troubles  will  end. 

After  a  year,  when  the  glamour  of  newness  has 

vanished 

And  life  is  a  pageant  of  leisure, 
When  hopes  and  ambitions,  and  care  for  the  honour 

of  House  or  of  School 
Far  distant  are  banished 
By  thoughts  of  yourself  and  your  pleasure, 
Think  what  the  future  may  hold,  and  do  not 

forget 

That  "  carpe  diem  "  is  a  rule 
Of  life  to  no  man  but  a  fool, 
Lest  the  thought  of  those  days  may  come  back  to 

you  later  with  all  to  regret 
And  nothing  to  treasure. 

Now  half  of  the  time  you  can  spend  in  the  School 

has  gone  by  ; 

Your  horizon  is  clearer  of  doubt. 
The  prizes  that  fall  to  the  scholar  and  athlete  are 

yours  for  the  taking 
If  only  you  try, 
For  naught  is  accomplished  without. 
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So  work  for  your  cap  or  your  scholarship,  sparing 

no  pains, 

Your  ease  and  your  pleasure  forsaking — 
The  effort  is  worth  it — and  making 
The  year  that  is  coming  the  best,  where  no  fear  of 

the  future  remains 
To  worry  about. 


Achieved  are  all  the  bright  hopes  that  were  yours 

when  you  started, 

The  ambitions  with  which  you  began. 
While  the  laurels  are  fresh  on  your  brow  that  you 

won  by  your  work  and  your  play 
It  is  time  you  departed 
In  glory,  as  heroes  can. 
So  bury  your  head  in  your  pillow,  alone  with  your 

sorrow, 

Heed  it  not  if  they  scoff  who  can  stay, 
They  will  do  it  themselves  one  day. 
Sob  out  the  last  hours  of  the  boyhood  you  cannot 

recall,  for  to-morrow 
Will  make  you  a  man. 


But,  if  we  could  elude  the  oncoming  years 
And  stealing  back  along  the  paths  of  time 
Find  once  again  the  boyhood  we  have  lost ; 
If  we  could  live  again  but  one  short  hour 
Of  those  we  let  slip  by  so  heedlessly, 
How  many  former  playmates  would  we  miss, 
How  many  empty  places  sadden  us  ! 
We  live  in  times  that  take  no  count  of  youth 
And  make  a  mockery  of  the  allotted  span. 
Our  friendships,  made  but  yesterday  at  school, 
Ran  their  precarious  course  a  little  while, 
And  ended  on  a  shrapnel-spattered  grave. 
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How  different  from  our  hopes  !     How  different 
From  what  we  thought  would  follow  when  we  had 

left ! 

For  some  of  us  the  spires  of  Oxford  smiled 
A  welcome  in  their  calm  austerity, 
Promising  inspiration  in  our  work 
In  libraries  and  cloistered  quadrangles 
Steeped  in  the  scholarship  of  centuries. 
For  others  life  seemed  but  a  pilgrimage 
Of  pleasure,  and  the  radiant  world  beyond 
Spread  in  a  vistaed  avenue  of  sport ; 
Of  cricket  weeks  ; — perhaps  a  little  work, 
Enough  to  whet  the  week-end  appetite ; — 
Of  plays  and  dances,  Scottish  moors  and  streams, 
And  all  that  went  to  make  the  social  round 
In  days  of  peace.     How  different  was  the  event ! 
Where  are  the  joys  that  should  be  ours  to-day, 
The  cup  of  youth  our  elders  bade  us  dram 
Ere  time  had  snatched  it  from  us  ?     Little    we 

thought 

In  those  young  years  of  careless  gaiety 
When  life  lay  long  and  bright  before  us  all, 
When  all  we  strove  for  was  pre-eminence — 
Pre-eminence  in  work,  or  games,  or  both — 
For  School  or  House  or  even  for  ourselves  ; 
Little  we  thought  that  ere  two  years  had  passed 
We  should  be  fighting  for  the  mastery 
Of  rubbish-heaps  that  once  were  villages 
Across  the  bodies  of  unburied  friends  ! 

Do  we  regret  it  ?     Rather,  do  we  not  feel 
How  great  a  privilege  it  was  to  stand 
Between  our  country  and  her  threatened  fate  ? 
For  we  remember  Spain  and  Bonaparte. 
Should  we  regret  the  joys  of  vanished  youth 
If  we  beheld  our  army  straggling  home, 
The  tattered  relic  of  another  Moscow  ? 
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Should  we  be  dreaming  of  a  cricket-match 
If  our  Armada  numbered  but  fifty- three 
And  all  the  rest  were  battered  hulks  that  drove 
Against  the  headlands  of  a  hostile  coast  ? 
And,  worst  of  all,  what  if  we  were  to  fail, 
And  our  dear  England  shared  the  common  lot 
Of  fallen  Empires,  insignificance  .  .  .  ? 
We  were  content.     If  we  achieved  our  task 
The  sacrifice  would  not  have  been  in  vain 
Though  life  itself  be  given. 

Then  do  not  grieve 

For  those  who  come  not  back  ;   think  only  this  : 
Death  is  not  final,  nor  is  it  a  sleep, 
But  rather  an  awakening  from  a  dream, 
The  many-sided  dream  that  we  call  life. 
Their  dream  was  short,  but  vivid,  crowded  full 
Of  happiness  and  sorrow,  hopes  and  fears, 
A  swift  kaleidoscope  of  home  and  school. 
They  had  their  friends  and  enemies,  like  us  ; 
Ran  up  the  Hill  to  work,  and  down  to  play  ; 
Did  good  deeds  without  thinking,  and  perchance 
Bad  ones  as  well,  as  every  boy  has  done 
And  always  will  do.     What  does  it  matter  now  ? 
Strange  faces  throng  the  rooms  and  corridors 
That  used  to  echo  to  their  merry  laugh  ; 
They  see  their  names  inscribed  upon  the  oak, 
They  know  the  runs  they  made,  the  goals  they 

scored  ; 

The  rest  they  do  not  know — nor  would  they  care. 
We  are  remembered  by  the  good  in  us  ; 
Our  sins  die  with  us  and  are  soon  forgotten. 

When  the  summer  dawn  breaks  clear  and  still 
And  the  spire  is  kissed  by  the  sun's  first  ray, 

When  early  blackbirds  begin  to  trill 

And  chirp  in  the  heart  of  the  clustering  may, 
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Then  softly  floating  across  the  trees 
The  voice  of  the  Bell  drifts  down  the  breeze, 
And  those  that  slumber  upon  the  Hill 
Awake  to  another  day. 

O  golden  hours  so  full  of  delight, 

When  work  is  slack  and  the  wicket  is  dry  ! 
Latin  can  wait  while  the  sun  shines  bright, 

We'll  do  our  exercise  by  and  by. 
When  cricket  is  over  and  runs  are  made, 
And  the  far-flung  shadows  grow  faint  and  fade, 
We  will  learn  our  task  by  the  lingering  light 
That  glows  in  the  western  sky. 

When  the  sunset-fire  of  Autumn  flames 

Through  threadbare  branches,  half-revealed, 

And  breathlessly  we  play  our  games 
Across  the  mud  of  the  sodden  weald, 

The  voice  of  the  bell  is  borne  aloft 

On  the  wings  of  the  gale,  now  loud,  now  soft, 

And  echoing  down  the  Hill  proclaims 
A  truce  on  the  football  field. 

When  the  last  dead  leaves  from  the  trees  are  shaken 
And  tempests  darken  the  shortening  days, 

We  gather,  evening  work  forsaken, 
Around  the  study's  cheerful  blaze. 

O  pleasant  hours  of  eager  chatter 

Of  friends,  and  sport,  and  the  things  that  matter, 

While  the  visions  that  glow  in  the  fire  awaken 
Dreams  of  the  holidays  ! 

And  so,  in  work  and  in  play,  our  lives 

Were  ordered  and  ruled  by  the  stroke  of  the  bell ; 
And,  as  we  listen,  its  voice  revives 

For  us  who  hear  it  again  the  spell 
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Of  boyhood's  happiness,  bright  and  gay, 
And  the  long-lost  glories  of  yesterday, 
And  the  joyous  memory  survives 
The  pain  of  the  last  farewell. 

Dreams  that  arrest  the  hurrying  feet  of  Time  ; 

Visions  as  fugitive  as  happiness 

That  crowd  upon  the  screen  of  memory 

Like  rain-clouds  sweeping  across  a  windy  sky  ; 

And  yet  not  only  dreams,  not  only  visions, 

But  augurs  of  a  better  time  to  come  ; 

For  though  we  nevermore  may  tread  the  Hill 

Feeling  that  we  belong  to  it,  we  may 

Return  in  future  days  as  honoured  guests, 

As  wanderers  revisiting  their  home, 

As  children  climbing  into  their  mother's  lap. 

Beyond  the  ghastly  hecatomb  of  war, 
Beckoning  the  spirit  whither  it  would  go, 
There,  like  a  mirage,  rose  a  phantom  Hill, 
Its  well-loved,  well-remembered  silhouette 
Cutting  the  amber  sky,  as  oft  before 
We  used  to  see  it  on  a  summer  eve, 
Masking  the  sunset,  as  we  wandered  back 
From  bathing,  while  the  stars  began  to  peep 
And  the  light  mist  rose  above  the  distant  trees. 
O  pleasant  hours  of  peace  and  idleness  ! 
When  we  were  fags,  and  dignity  meant  less 
Than  impudence,  we  tried  to  hit  the  bats 
That  wheeled  above  us  with  our  broad-brimmed  hats, 
Which  spinning  soared  aloft,  then  seemed  to  hang, 
And  then  fell  backwards,  like  a  boomerang. 
Later,  we  left  that  game  to  smaller  fry 
And  sauntered  home  with  more  sobriety  ; 
Perhaps  a  friend,  who  had  found  a  cricket-ball 
Lost  and  abandoned  in  the  grass,  would  call 
To  wait  for  him  ;  so  we  would  stroll,  and  play 
At  ever-widening  catch  across  the  hay. 
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Ah,  do  not  scoff !     It  is  but  natural 

That  we,  who  never  knew  the  "  wondrous  world 

Outside  "  and  all  its  former  pageantry 

Of  pleasure,  should  recall  in  those  dark  times 

Our  latest  memory  of  the  halcyon  days 

Of  peace,  spent  in  the  narrow  world  of  School. 

No  matter  whether  our  life  be  free  from  care, 

Whether  our  dearest  still  are  spared  to  us  ; 

No  matter  how  luxuriously  we  live, 

How  much  enjoyment  we  extract  from  life, 

The  present  always  bears  for  each  of  us 

Its  little  cupful  of  anxieties 

Which  we  for  ever  strive  to  put  aside. 

There  we  were  happy.     There  no  troubles  came 

To  mar  the  unruffled  surface  of  our  life. 

Long  days  of  sunshine,  spent  in  an  eager  rush 

Of  work  and  play,  long  nights  of  dreamless  sleep, 

Health  and  enjoyment,  vigour  and  purity  ; 

These  are  the  things  that  make  Utopia  ! 

In  war  we  saw  not  our  beloved  Hill, 

But  memory  spurred  by  love  could  bridge  the  gap 

And  re-create  the  vision  in  our  minds  ; 

A  vision  such  as  that  seen  long  ago 

In  the  exquisite  morning  of  the  world 

By  Grecian  exiles,  doomed  to  serve  their  term 

In  some  grim  phalanx  on  the  Persian  plain, 

Or  labouring  on  a  galley  outward  bound 

To  spread  the  power  of  Athens  far  afield 

On  shores  uncharted  and  unvisited. 

Dawn  is  at  hand.     Through  the  obscurity 

Dim  landscapes  loom  and  grow  familiar. 

Out  of  the  darkness  strikes  a  golden  ray, 

Which  lights  upon  a  spearhead  poised  in  air, 

Creeps  downward  till  it  reveals  an  upraised  arm, 

A  head,  a  body,  then  a  perfect  shape 

That  smiles  a  greeting  to  the  oncoming  day 
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And  seems  to  warm  into  resplendent  life  : 

Athena,  goddess  of  the  Parthenon  ! 

The  sun-kissed  hilltops  glow  with  golden  light, 

Piraeus  breaks  through  the  enshrouding  mist, 

And  far  aloft,  in  majesty  austere, 

In  mystery  ineffable,  shines  forth 

The  Acropolis,  bathed  in  a  delicate  glow 

Softer  than  the  blush-rose  of  the  dawn. 

How  dear  that  vision  must  have  been  to  them, 

Symbolical  of  all  they  valued  most ! 

How  bright  their  gladness  when  their  task  was  done 

And,  all  their  fondest  dreams  come  true,  they  stood 

On  the  returning  trireme's  prow,  and  saw 

The  vision  reconstructed  before  their  eyes  ! 

So  did  we  see  the  Hill,  when  we  returned 
From  our  sea-wanderings  and  battlefields, 
Steep-towering  from  the  weald,  an  Acropolis 
Of  mellowing  red  brick  and  homely  tiles  ; 
The  treasure-house  of  youth  and  happiness, 
Enshrining  our  most  precious  memories. 


"  PHILOMEL,  WITH  MELODY 

A  COPSE  of  wild  and  tangled  underbrush 

That  in  the  mystery  of  the  evening  hush 

When  day-life  ceases  and  night-life  begins 

Seems  fit  to  be  the  haunt  of  fays  and  djinns. 

The  first  adventurous  harbingers  of  Spring, 

Shy  violets  and  snowdrops,  cowering 

Deep  in  the  friendly  moss,  are  just  awake, 

Young  shoots  are  sprouting  in  the  hazel-brake, 

And  the  bare  branches  of  swart  oaks,  agleam 

As  if  with  moisture,  lean  across  a  stream 

That  wanders  through  the  wood.     The  western  sky 

Glows  faintly,  softly  pink,  fading  on  high 

Into  pale  shadowy  tints  of  emerald 

And  primrose-yellow.     Nature  is  enthralled 

With  wonder  and  hope.     Oh,  can  it  be  we  stand 

On  the  enchanted  brink  of  fairyland  ? 

Hark,  hark  !    The  echo  of  an  elfin  horn 

Is  faintly  borne 

Out  of  the  darkness  of  the  distant  trees 

Upon  the  evening  breeze. 

Who  comes  ?     The  world  stands  still :  the  twilight 

lingers  : 

On-coming  night  holds  back  her  greedy  fingers 
As  if  to  see.     A  hurrying  hare, 
Home-bound  across  the  ploughland  to  his  lair 
Among  the  meadow-tussocks,  halts  and  drops 
Into  a  furrow.     A  robin  wakes  and  hops 
Inquiringly  on  to  a  higher  twig, 
And  peers  with  beady  eyes  grown  luminous  and  big. 
That  horn  again,  but  nearer  !     Field-mice  peep, 
New-waked  from  winter  sleep 
At  the  imperious  summons,  from  the  roots 
That  overhang  the  stream.     An  owlet  hoots 
Across  the  darkling  vale.    And  ah,  at  last ! 
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What  shape  was  that  which  flitted  by  so  fast, 

A  half-caught  glimpse  of  rainbow-tinted  gauze 

Darting  from  bush  to  bush  with  fleeting  pause 

As  if  in  haste  to  kindle  fairy  tapers  ? 

Sure  'twas  no  trickery  of  the  evening  vapours 

Swirling  and  eddying  above  the  stream  ; 

'Twas  not  a  bat ; — too  soon  for  moths  ; — no  dream. 

It  was,  it  was  an  elf  ! 

For  look,  upon  yon  mossy  shelf 

Above  the  little  stream,  that  will  be  gay 

With  myriad  bluebells  in  triumphant  May 

A  troop  of  nimble-footed  fairies  dance  and  play  ! 

Their  flowing  robes  of  insubstantial  gauze 

Swirl  round  them  like  a  pearly  mist,  and  show 
Their  feet,  as  delicate  as  a  mouse's  paws, 

Twinkling  upon  the  sward  like  flakes  of  snow. 
Their  hair  is  loose,  and  in  a  golden  cloud 

Streams  out  behind  them  like  a  comet's  tail, 
Or  wraps  their  bodies  in  a  shifting  shroud, 

Or  floats  before  their  faces  like  a  veil. 
Some  wear  garlands  and  some  coronets, 

A  pendent  dew-drop  hangs  about  each  neck, 
Posies  of  bluebells  and  white  violets 

And  primroses  each  lovely  bosom  deck. 
Their  music  is  the  song  of  rustling  trees, 
The  tinkling  streamlet  and  the  sighing  breeze  ; 
Their  light  the  afterglow  of  sunset  skies, 
The  evening  star  and  sleepy  glow-worm's  eyes. 
Their  ball-rooms  are  the  mossy-turfed  dells 

Where  eglantine  and  briar-roses  blow  ; 
Their  drink  the  sweets  of  honeysuckle  cells, 

Their  food  wild  berries  and  pale  mistletoe. 

See  where  he  comes,  the  jester  of  the  night, 
Most  mischievous  and  merry-minded  sprite, 
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Hobgoblin  Puck,  hatcher  of  pleasantries, 
Bad  boy  immortal,  with  his  laughing  eyes, 
Tip-tilted  nose,  wide  grin,  and  pointed  ears  ; 
Whose  herald  horn  each  elf  and  fairy  hears 
And  straightway  gathers  for  the  dance.     O  see, 
He  stands  tiptoe  upon  a  fallen  tree  ; 
His  tunic,  low  at  neck  and  short  at  sleeves, 
Is  fashioned  from  gaudy  autumn  leaves 
And  blazoned  over  all  with  purple  eyes 
Plucked  from  the  wings  of  peacock  butterflies. 
A  silken  sash  unwound  from  a  cocoon, 
Pale  yellow  like  the  rising  harvest-moon, 
Circles  his  waist  and  dangles  to  his  knees, 
Lifting  and  swinging  in  the  breeze. 
His  arms  and  legs  are  bare  and  pink  as  shell, 
And  on  his  head  he  wears  a  Canterbury  bell. 

If  Puck  is  here  and  here  the  fairies  are 
In  all  their  legions,  can  Titania 
Linger  afield  ?     Can  Oberon  be  far  ? 

Ah,  then  what  visions  will  arise, 
What  strange  entrancing  fantasies  ! 
Visions  as  dear  as  those  of  children  striving 

To  get  to  Babylon  by  candle-light ; 
Pictures  of  water-babies  deftly  diving 

Into  the  river  to  be  clean  and  white. 
Thoughts  bright  as  gentle  Shakespeare's  when  he 

strayed 

In  the  enchanted  shade 
Of  an  Avon  willow-glade 
Dreaming  of  Hermia  and  wild  Lysander 
And  of  the  fate  of  lovers  who  must  wander, 
Steeped  in  the  magic  of  midsummer  night, 
Through  haunted  groves  by  the  charm-laden  light 
Of  a  regal  marriage-moon 
In  flowery  June. 
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Dreams  such  as  thine,  O  living  bard,  who  singest 

Of  fairyland  on  Sussex  downs,  and  bringest 

The  Little  People  of  the  antique  stories, 

Their  quaint  adventures  and  romantic  glories, 

Into  the  ken  of  this  prosaic  age 

So  heedless  of  the  mighty  heritage 

Of  poesy  and  song  our  England  gives 

To  him  that  strives 

To  wrest  the  secrets  from  her  sacred  soil 

Drenched  with  the  blood  and  hallowed  by  the  toil 

Of  many  a  devoted  countryman. 

Have  not  thy  Una  and  thy  Dan 

Achieved  the  bourne  to  which  we  all  would  fare, 

True  love  of  country  ?     Fairyland  is  there 

For  all  to  find  who  care. 

What  is  the  coming  of  exultant  Spring, 
The  buds  that  open  and  the  birds  that  sing, 

But  fairyland  ? 

What  is  the  vision  of  a  spreading  view 
Of  distant  hill  or  vistaed  avenue 

But  fairyland  ? 

What  is  the  sound  of  music  heard  afar, 
What  is  the  beauty  of  the  evening  star, 

But  fairyland  ? 

Sure  in  the  woods  gay  with  young  greenery, 
By  limpid  brook  or  by  the  sand-girt  sea, 
On  gorse-clad  heath  or  wind-swept  mountain  peak 
The  fairy  Kingdom  is  not  far  to  seek. 
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STRONG- VOICED  shepherd  of  the  wandering  clouds, 

Before  whose  path  the  tattered  skeletons 
Of  fallen  leaves  are  swept  in  headlong  crowds 

Of  rustling  spectres,  red  and  gold  and  bronze  ; 
Wild  playmate  of  the  wanton  Autumn,  swift 

To  scatter  Summer's  treasures  and  deface 

Her  withered  pleasaunces  and  fading  plumes, 
We  see  thee  often  in  a  leafy  drift, 

Dancing  with  airy  and  fantastic  grace 
Amid  the  wreckage  of  September  blooms. 

Across  what  oceans  and  what  continents, 

Light-footed  child  of  Aeolus,  hast  thou  come  ? 
In  what  ambrosial  regions  did  the  scents 
Thou  bearest  have  their  birth  ?     Perchance    in 

some 

Fair  jasmine- trellised  garden  in  a  land 
Of  Eastern  perfumes,  or  amid  the  calms 
Of  some  spice-laden  isle  in  coral  seas 
Whose  ripples  whisper  on  the  silver  sand 
Beneath  a  tropic  moon  where  waving  palms 
Waft  dreamy  odours  on  the  failing  breeze. 

Passionate  in  every  changing  mood, 

Whether  thou  stormest  in  tempestuous  wrath 
Against  the  wilful  waves  in  battle  rude 

Amid  a  flying  cloud  of  foam  and  froth, 
Or  whether  on  a  sunny  strand  thy  kiss 

Lights  languidly  upon  a  fisher-boy 

Who  rests  from  diving  in  the  limpid  sea, 
Thou  comest  as  the  apotheosis 

Of  furious  anger  and  light-hearted  joy, 
At  once  untamed  and  fierce,  serene  and  free. 
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RAIN 

SOFT  whisperer  among  the  drooping  leaves, 

When  thou  descendest  from  thy  cloudy  lair 
In  mist  that  drifts  about  the  dripping  eaves 

Distilling  sadness  on  the  heavy  air, 
The  restless  poplars  bow  their  shapely  heads 

In  grief  above  the  havoc  thou  hast  wrought, 

O  heavy-handed  one,  among  the  fires 
And  flaming  beauties  of  the  tulip  beds, 

While  ravished  rosebuds  ere  they  fall  are  caught 
And  held  half-drowning  by  the  trailing  briars. 

Yet  Nature  does  not  lose  her  loveliness 

When  thou  art  here.     Upon  each  pendent  flower 
Thy  touch,  as  gentle  as  a  child's  caress, 

Falls  healingly  with  every  welcome  shower  ; 
And  when  thy  gift  in  copious  floods  descends 

Upon  the  thirsty  meadow-land,  to  fill 

The  miry- furrowed  pastures  and  enrich 
The  parched  land,  we  bless  the  power  that  sends 

The  derelict  twigs  along  the  rushing  rill 
Into  the  turmoil  of  the  swollen  ditch. 

Thou  art  most  lavish  in  thy  residue  ; 

The  spicy  odours  of  the  sodden  soil 
And  the  reviving  garden's  vivid  hue 

Proclaim  the  rich  requital  of  thy  toil. 
On  every  bush  the  twinkling  cobwebs  fly 

Pearl- spangled  bannerets  of  gossamer  ; 
An  added  sweetness  rises  on  the  steam 

Of  drying  roseries  and  lavender  ; 
And  in  thy  wake  across  the  leaden  sky 

The  opal  glories  of  the  rainbow  stream. 
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FOG 

PALE  daughter  of  the  mournful  marshes,  trailing 

Pearly  shrouds  o'er  Autumn's  dying  days, 
Mysterious  water- spirit,  softly  veiling 

Sunset  glories  in  a  golden  haze, 
Before  whose  spectral  presence  the  red  sun 

Abates  his  fiery  energy  and  fades 
In  sad  humility  to  see  thee  float 

Before  his  face  thy  russet  robe,  that  shades 
His  vivid  scarlet  to  a  smoky  dun, 

In  swirling  wreaths  impalpable,  remote. 

Beneath  thy  spell  familiar  features  seem 

To  lose  their  friendly  outline,  and  the  trees 
Loom  strangely,  like  the  phantoms  of  a  dream 

Seen  vaguely  in  disordered  fantasies  ; 
Dim  landscapes  wax  and  wane,  and  in  the  skies 

Are  opened  sudden  vistas  of  the  moon 

Gleaming  awhile  down  narrow  avenues 
Of  shifting  vapours  ere  the  vision  dies  ; 

And  ghostly  tendrils  of  thy  hair  festoon 
The  eerie  pinnacles  of  haunted  yews. 

When  winter  dawn  flushes  the  frosty  sky 

And  earth  awakens  in  thy  cold  embrace, 
Thou  must,  like  Romeo,  reluctant  fly 

And  to  returning  sunshine  yield  thy  place. 
In  silence  as  thou  cam'st  thou  vanishest, 

Trailing  across  the  dripping  underwood 

Thin  wisps  and  fragments  of  thy  filmy  veil, 
While  every  tree  uplifts  a  grateful  crest, 

Emerging  like  an  island  from  a  flood, 
And  diamond  dewdrops  glisten  in  the  dale. 


FROST 

IN  deepest  night  thou  comest  like  a  thief, 

Robbing  the  gardens  and  with  Midas-touch 
Engilding  yet  destroying  every  leaf 

That  wilts  beneath  thine  icy-fingered  clutch. 
Soft  Summer,  lingering  in  indolence 

Amid  her  falling  blossoms,  dreaming  still 

Of  sunny  greenery,  at  last  prepares 
To  steal  away  in  sad  obedience 

To  thy  command,  ere  Autumn's  misty  chill 
And  gathering  darkness  take  her  unawares. 

When  daylight  fades  behind  the  fiery  bars 

Of  sunset  clouds  and  light  to  darkness  yields, 
Beneath  the  steely  glint  of  winter  stars 

Thou  spread' st  a  glistening  mantle  o'er  the  fields  ; 
There,  where  the  wild  things  of  the  woodland  lurk 

And  softly  slink  along  their  tortuous  tracks 
Alert  for  safety,  questing  for  their  prey, 

Amid  a  silence  broken  by  the  cracks 
Of  rotting  branches  thou  perform' st  thy  work 
Until  all  Nature  owns  thy  sovereign  sway. 

To  some  thou  comest  as  a  spoil-sport,  bringing 

A  short  respite  to  hunted  fox  or  hare, 
But  children  thank  thee  as  they  hurtle  swinging 

Along  the  polished  slide.     The  sparkling  air 
Restores  our  youth  and  vigour,  and  we  bless 

Thy  coming,  which  renews  our  appetite 

For  feats  of  strength  and  pleasures  of  the  chase 
Long  surfeited  with  summer  idleness  ; 

The  world  to  us  seems  brighter  when  the  white 
Imprint  of  thine  advent  is  on  her  face. 


SNOW 

Nature's  most  beautiful,  most  ethereal  dress  ! 

Thou  canst  create  a  magic  world,  whose  face 
Is  spangled  o'er  with  myriad  loveliness 

Bizarre  and  bright ;   the  distances  of  space 
Are  flecked  with  floating  diamonds,  as  the  breeze 

Dislodges  from  the  restless  twigs  a  cloud 

Of  feathery  flakes ;  the  meadows  seem  to  sleep 

In  silent  peace  beneath  the  unwonted  shroud 
Which  has  descended  on  them,  and  the  trees 
Droop  sadly  to  their  roots  buried  so  deep. 

When  the  short  twilight  dwindles  from  the  skies 

In  waning  glory,  and  gaunt  copses  swing 
Their  naked  boughs  in  airy  traceries 

Across  the  fading  glow  of  evening, 
Thou  summonest  thine  elves  to  revelries 

And  dainty  roundels  by  the  fairy  light 
Of  nodding  winter  cherries,  while  a  star 
Looks  down  in  wonder,  winking  from  afar 
Through  his  unfathomed  icy  distances, 

And  shivering  rabbits  scatter  in  affright. 

When  thou  delayest  late — as  if  to  taste 

The  unaccustomed  joys  of  Spring — the  earth, 
Too  jealous  of  her  firstborn  flowers  to  waste 

Their  tender  beauty  in  a  barren  birth, 
Guards  close  her  treasures  while  thy  parting  storms 

Are  sweeping  o'er  her  bosom,  ripe  for  fruits — 

Each  storm  thy  final,  bitterest  farewell — 
Until  the  exultant  sun,  thy  conqueror,  warms 

The  timid  crocus  buds  and  eager  shoots 
To  vivid  life  beneath  his  quickening  spell. 


THE   SEA 

(WRITTEN  IN  FRANCE) 

I  AM  your  cradle,  your  school,  and  your  home  ; 

I  know  the  duty  that  led  you, 
Hot  to  avenge  an  injustice,  to  come 

From  the  country  that  bred  you. 
Scion  of  Vikings,  seek  comfort  from  me, 
I  am  your  element ;   I  am  the  Sea. 

I  know  the  visions  that  leap  to  your  eyes 
As  you  think  of  the  land  you  have  left ; 
I  know  the  remorse  in  the  thoughts  that  arise 

When  your  sight  is  bereft 
Of  manifold  beauties  you  used  to  ignore 
Till  you  left  them  behind  you  and  saw  them  no  more. 

There  in  the  woodland  the  primrose  is  blowing  ; 

In  the  hedgerows  the  sweet  briars  climb  ; 
The  gorse  like  a  fire  on  the  hill- side  is  glowing, 

Bedded  in  thyme. 
From  her  orchards,  where  breeze-driven  blossoms 

are  falling 
In  curtains  of  fragrance,  your  England  is  calling. 

Look  upon  me,  for  the  sun  in  his  sinking 

Has  pointed  a  path  for  your  soul 
That  leads  to  the  land  you  are  longing  for,  linking 

Your  thoughts  to  their  goal. 

Let  them  go,  let  them  go  ;  for  they  bring  in  their  train 
Sweet  visions  of  home  when  they  come  back  again. 

Poor  dreamer  of  happiness,  cast  your  sad  load 

Of  longing  away  ;   I  have  made  you 
Out  of  the  sunlight  a  glittering  road. 

See,  I  have  laid  you 
A  highway  of  gold  to  the  golden  west ; 
Come  by  it,  come,  for  it  leads  you  to  rest. 
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There  at  the  end  of  it,  bright  in  the  sky, 

Are  the  cliffs  of  the  best  of  all  lands, 
Lapped  by  the  gentlest  of  ripples,  that  die 

On  the  softest  of  sands  ; 
Ripples  that  seem  to  foretell  your  release 
As  they  glide  to  their  rest,  for  they  whisper  of  peace. 
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SONG  OF  THE  WATER-SPIRITS 

LAKE  !     Lake  !     Clear  green-shimmering  Lake  ! 

The  rushes  shake 

Their  velvet  tufts  around  thy  sandy  shore  ; 
The  waving  iris  breathes  on  thee 

Its  lavish- scented  store  ; 
There,  as  the  languid  willows  trail  and  weep, 

Rock  us  asleep 

With  ripples'  faintly  murmurous  lullaby. 
Dreams  of  thy  peace  for  evermore 
Live  in  our  memory. 

River  !     River  !     Bright  ever-hurrying  River  ! 

The  aspens  quiver 

And  twinkling  poplars  whisper  in  thine  ear. 
A  light  mist  sweeps  across  thy  face 

Below  the  foaming  weir. 
Bear  us,  River,  along  thy  rushing  stream 

Swift  as  a  dream 

Over  the  straining  reeds  hi  headlong  race, 
Over  dark  pools  and  shallows  clear, 
Down  to  the  sea's  embrace. 

Sea  !    Sea  !    Gay  irresponsible  Sea  ! 

Reckless  and  free, 

Free  as  the  air  and  reckless  as  the  wind, 
Bear  us  upon  thy  tumbling  swells, 
Foam-flecked  and  emerald-lined. 
Bear  us  beneath  thine  eager  dancing  waves 

To  purple  caves, 

Where  with  the  restless  weeds  and  glimmering  shells, 
Deep  in  eternal  gloom  enshrined, 
Thine  untamed  spirit  dwells. 
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IN  LOVE 


BIRDS  with  liquid  songs  entrancing  ; 
Sunbeams  on  the  river  glancing  ; 
Fairies  in  the  moonlight  dancing 

Through  the  sleepy  groves  ; 
Daffodils  in  hedges  growing  ; 
Spring  her  silver  trumpets  blowing, 
Over  all  her  magic  throwing  ; 

So  a  poet  loves. 

Mist  across  the  meadow  stealing  ; 
Distant  bells  at  even  pealing  ; 
Snowy  seagulls  swiftly  wheeling 

Over  rocky  coves ; 
Scents  to  fallen  petals  clinging  ; 
Blossoms  in  the  orchard  swinging  ; 
Earth  and  sky  together  singing  ; 

So  a  maiden  loves. 

Childhood's  fellowship  forsaking, 
Youth,  arise  !     Life's  day  is  breaking  ; 
Nature  wakes  and  in  her  waking 

Ever  lovelier  proves. 
Nightingales  are  softly  trilling, 
All  the  world  with  music  filling  ; 
Souls  with  glorious  hopes  are  thrilling  ; 

So  a  lover  loves. 


TO  A  BABY 


LITTLE  stranger,  as  you  lie 

Gazing  with  unwinking  eye 

At  an  earth  so  strange  and  new, 

At  an  unfamiliar  sky, 

How  I  wonder  what  awaits 

You  on  life's  journey,  what  the  Fates 

Have  in  store  for  little  you 

In  their  overburdened  freights. 

Cups  of  pleasure  brimming  over  ; 
Days  of  leisure  spent  in  clover  ; 
Joy  galore  ;   a  little  sorrow  ; 
Many  friends  and  one  true  lover ; 
May  all  those  be  yours  one  day  ! 
Happiness  is  short,  they  say, 
Here  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow  ; 
Yours,  I  hope,  will  come  to  stay. 

Life  is  what  you  make  it,  sad 
Or  merry,  serious  or  glad  ; 
Fortune  with  impartial  hand 
Gives  us  luck  both  good  and  bad, 
Some  adversity  to  strive  in, 
Many  happy  years  to  thrive  in. 
Welcome,  stranger,  to  a  land 
Not  too  bad  to  be  alive  in. 


SONNETS 
I.    TO  C.   F. 

MOST  kindly  mentor,  whose  well-balanced  praise 

Encourages  yet  checks  my  wilful  muse 

That  youthful  ardour  urges  to  abuse 
Her  tiny  strength  and  set  the  Thames  ablaze, 
Know  by  this  feeble  tribute  which  she  lays 

Before  you  that  she  strives  to  pay  her  dues 

Albeit  haltingly  ;   do  not  refuse 
To  recognize  her  kindly-meant  essays. 
This  sonnet  is  inspired  by  gratitude  ; 

O  spurn  it  not :   although  a  poor  attempt 
To  follow  where  you  point,  it  is  imbued 

With  feeling  not  too  far  beneath  contempt 
To  be  despised  ;   yet  not,  I  hope,  too  rude 

In  form  to  be  from  criticism  exempt. 


II.     OLD   OAK 

O  NOBLE  masterpieces,  hewn  and  scrolled 

With    mystic    signs    and    wreathed    scutcheons 
planned 

And  wrought,  perchance,  by  the  apprentice  hand 
Of  one  Torregiano  schooled  of  old  : 
Some  master- craftsman  seeking  to  unfold 

The  dreams  behind  his  imagery,  banned 

To  a  generation  slow  to  understand 
The  potent  spells  symbolic  carvings  hold  ; 
Ye  are  enshrined  within  a  spirit  that  dwells 

Amid  your  wealth  of  beauty  rapture-bound, 
A  spirit  quick  to  hear  the  fairy  bells 

And  magic-laden  music  that  resound 
From  the  rich  conches  and  embossed  shells 

That  ring  your  Triton-haunted  panels  round. 
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III.    RYE 

THESE  lines  to  thee,  O  dainty  little  town, 

Wall-girt,  church-crowned,  burgess-haunted  Rye, 
Smiling  across  the  marsh,  a  symphony 

Of  mellow  red  and  subtly-blending  brown. 

How  crisply  is  thine  airy  contour  thrown 
On  the  calm  canvas  of  the  saffron  sky 
Of  evening !     In  what  fragrant  memory 

Thou  keep'st  the  ashes  of  thy  dead  renown  ! 

Methinks  I  am  mine  own  great-grandsire  now, 
Wandering  up  a  mossy  lane  to  greet 

Some  merry-minded  friend  with  whom  to  throw 
The  idle  dice,  or,  should  it  hap,  to  meet 

With  fond  adventure  by  the  romantic  glow 
Of  mullioned  windows  leaning  on  the  street. 
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IV.    TO  R.   H.   DE  M. 

ILLUSTRIOUS  cousin,  when  I  see  you  driving 
Ball  after  ball  so  straight  and  far  and  high 
Over  the  bunker-pitted  course,  while  I, 

Less  skilful,  watch  my  feeble  efforts  diving 

Into  abysmal  hazards,  and  arriving 
Niblick  in  hand,  find  an  unplayable  lie, 
I  know  I  cannot  even  save  the  bye 

And  wonder  often  why  I  go  on  striving. 

Not  Cagliostro's  globe  nor  Merlin's  wand 
Was  half  so  potent  as  your  magic  cleek  : 

Yet  when  I  take  it  I  am  in  the  pond 
(Where'er  there  is  a  pond),  and  if  I  seek 

To  thwart  you  with  a  spoon  I  go  beyond 
And  find  a  just  requital  for  my  cheek. 
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V.    TO  MY  COUSIN'S  DOG 

OLD  and  blind,  but  fuller  of  character 

Than  all  the  other  dogs  I  ever  met, 

Sportsman,  poacher,  humorist,  indoor  pet : 
When  in  a  fence  I  see  you  wait  the  stir 
Of  close-hid  rabbits  shivering  in  their  fur 

Before  your  twitching  nose,  so  keen  to  get 

The  betraying  scent,  I  am  prepared  to  bet 
You  cannot  be  like  any  common  cur. 
Who  finds  the  warmest  place  beside  the  fire 

In  winter  time  ;    and  who  in  sultry  June 
Lies  in  the  shadow  of  some  arching  briar 

And  sleeps  contented  through  the  afternoon  ? 
Who  always  gratifies  his  base  desire 

For  food  ?    You,  Buff,  you,  Buffer,  you,  Buffoon 
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VI.    TO  A  LADY  WHO   SENT  ME  A 
COPY  OF  HER  VERSES 

As  showers  fall  upon  a  thirsty  bed 
Of  drooping  roses  ;   as  a  sunny  beam 
Through  April  clouds  shoots  out  a  sudden  gleam, 

Streaking  the  leaden  sky  with  golden  thread  ; 

As  flashes  of  true  inspiration  shed 

Their  radiance  athwart  a  tortuous  dream, 
Illuming  its  dark  corners  till  they  seem 

To  be  with  living  fancy  overspread  : 

So,  in  a  world  of  turbulence  and  hurry, 
Your  care-assuaging  poems  gently  lift 

My  weary  spirit  from  the  ceaseless  worry 
Of  trivial  things,  and  show  a  welcome  rift 

In  the  dark  clouds  of  life.     I  am  only  sorry 
I  cannot  praise  enough  your  kindly  gift. 
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VII.    ON  MISSING  A  HOLIDAY 

(AFTER  KEATS'  SEVENTH  SONNET) 

O  SOLITUDE  !  if  I  must  dwell  with  thee, 
I  will  eschew  the  pleasant  country-side, 
The  cowslip-dotted  meadows,  ample-skied 

And  smiling,  and  the  wild-birds'  melody. 

No  more  will  I  recline  beneath  a  tree 

Alone,  no  more  by  midnight  casement  wide 
Sink  in  the  nightingale's  sweet  music- tide 

Alone  ;   unshared  delights  are  not  for  me. 

A  lone  man's  surest  refuge  is  in  work, 
But  if  he  live  'mid  blossom-laden  bowers 

And  emerald  pastures  he  is  fain  to  shirk 
His  task  and  linger  on  among  the  flowers  : 

And  therefore  I,  in  London's  dismal  murk, 
With  writing  will  beguile  the  lonely  hours. 


VIII.    TO  A  SCHOOLMASTER 

No  priest  reclaiming  sinners  Satan-caught, 
No  doctor  putting  up  a  stubborn  fight 
With  death,  no  storm-tossed  mariner  by  night 

Striving  to  bring  his  living  freight  to  port 

E'er  had  a  task  so  hard  as  you  have  sought : 
They  bring  back  souls  and  bodies  to  the  light, 
But  'tis  your  nobler  task  to  guide  aright 

The  instinctive  purity  of  boyish  thought. 

Cherish  it,  though  they  give  you  no  return 
For  all  your  ceaseless  labour,  though  they  go 

Unheeding  on  their  way  and  all  they  learn 
Is  soon  forgotten.     Fear  not ;   they  will  know 

Ere  many  years  are  over  that  you  earn 
Far  greater  love  than  they  can  ever  show. 
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IX.    TO  T 

IN  hospital  again  ?     O  fate  unkind  ! 

Alas,  did  ever  evil  luck  pursue 

A  man  so  constantly,  my  friend,  as  you  ? 
Yet  friendship  such  as  ours  will  surely  find 
That  sorrow  and  misfortune  can  but  bind 

Us  closer  :   in  your  hurts  I  feel  anew 

The  pangs  of  sympathy,  and  suffer  too 
With  the  intenser  aching  of  the  mind. 
Of  what  avail  is  love  that  cannot  share 

The  loved  one's  pain  ?     How  sad  it  is  to  feel 
I  cannot  help  you  though  I  long  to  bear 

Your  burden  for  you  :   wishes  do  not  heal. 
If  health  could  be  recovered  by  a  prayer 

You  would  not  lack  one,  and  would  soon  be  well. 


X.    TO  L.   F.  C. 

THAT  you  were  once  a  child  I  can  believe  ; 

That  you  will  ever  age  I  cannot  think. 

How  have   you   checked  time's  progress  ?     Did 

you  drink 

Of  the  Pierian  spring  and  so  achieve 
Eternal  youth,  or  did  some  fairy  weave 

Her  spells  about  your  cradle  and  enlink 

Your  spirit  with  hers,  so  that  the  seasons  shrink 
From  laying  their  grey  hands  upon  your  sleeve  ? 
No  :   it  is  the  gift  of  happiness 

Which  you  bestow,  which  thrills  amid  the  gold 
And  silver  of  your  voice  like  a  caress  ; 

It  is  your  mother-love,  repaid  threefold, 
That  keeps  your  youth  and  beauty  blemishless  : 

For,  being  happy,  how  can  you  grow  old  ? 


XI.    ON  VISITING  ETON 

WITH  rival  scoffs  I  came,  I  saw, — I  fell, 
And  scornful  prejudice  was  turned  to  praise  : 
Deep  did  I  sink  in  those  two  crowded  days, 

Boy-haunted  Eton,  beneath  thy  pleasant  spell. 

Methinks  King  Henry's  gentle  ghost  must  dwell 
Within  thy  courts,  whose  blended  reds  and  greys, 
Softening  and  fading  in  the  evening  haze, 

Enshrine  the  cloistered  peace  he  loved  so  well. 

Bright  jewel  of  the  Thames  !     Who  would  not  lose 
His  heart  to  thee  and  labour  to  enshrine 

Thy  beauty  in  the  temple  of  his  Muse 
With  the  glad  offering  of  a  humble  line  ? 

Etona,  floreas  !     I  would  surely  choose, 
Were  I  not  Harrow's,  to  be  a  child  of  thine. 


XII.    THE   SPINET 

Do  the  fair  phantoms  of  dead  fingers  play 

As  once  they  did  upon  thy  silver  keys, 

Singing  anew  the  dainty  melodies 
And  formal  cadences  of  yesterday  ? 
Or  do  the  dancing  feet  of  fairies  stray 

Across  thy  notes  in  elfin  fantasies  ? 

Or  is  it  but  an  echo  of  the  breeze 
That  stirs  thy  slumbers  ere  it  dies  away  ? 
I  cannot  tell ;    I  only  know  it  seems 

I  hear  thy  voice.     Enough  that  fancy  sings 
Her  music  to  my  sleeping  sense  and  folds 
Her  bright-inspiring  arms  about  my  dreams. 

Dear  relic  of  the  past,  what  magic  clings 
About  thee  !     What  sweet  sounds  thy  silence 
holds  ! 
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XIII.    TO  A  LONELY  LOVER 

WHY  torturest  thou  thyself,  impatient  heart  ? 

If  thou  but  think 'st  aright  thou  must  confess 

That  there  is  naught  to  cause  thee  this  distress. 
If  fortune  rules  that  thou  must  rest  apart 
From  the  beloved  sight  of  thy  sweetheart, 

Think  not  she  wills  it  so  :   it  is  the  stress 

Of  circumstance,  and  not  forgetfulness 
That  keeps  her  from  her  spirit's  counterpart. 
She  would  be  with  thee  if  she  could.     Take  cheer  : 

For  this  unworthy  doubt  of  constancy, 
This  passionate  longing,  this  despair  and  fear 

Lest  aught  hath  changed  her  mind,  is  cowardly. 
I'll  take  my  oath  that  when  again  she's  near 

Thou'lt  sue  her  pardon  for  thy  jealousy  ! 
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XIV.    ON  MUSIC 

Music,  thou  art  for  me  the  greatest  art ! 

Thou  sayest  naught  and  yet  thou  sayest  all, 
Thou  hast  no  words  and  yet  thou  stirr'st  my  heart 

More  deeply  than  a  poet's  passionate  call, 
More  surely  than  a  painter's  noblest  vision, 

More  subtly  than  a  sculptor's  masterpiece, 
Though    one   should    have    all    Rembrandt's    fine 
precision, 

The  other  all  the  genius  of  Greece. 
Thou  art  the  best  companion  for  my  moods, 

Rejoicing  with  me  in  my  happiness 
And  sighing  with  me  when  my  spirit  broods, 

A  friend,  an  inspiration,  a  caress. 
If  there  is  music  in  Eternity, 
Why,  then  I  care  not  how  nor  when  I  die  ! 
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XV.    ON  THE  ABOLITION   OF  COM- 
PULSORY GREEK  AT  OXFORD 

HAIL,  vehicle  of  man's  loftiest  inspirations, 

Thou  tongue  of  Greece  !     No  more  thou'lt  feel 
the  shame 

Of  seeing  thy  choice  masterpieces  frame 
The  dry  machinery  of  examinations. 
No  longer  need  indifferent  translations 

Aid  the  dull  scholar  to  achieve  his  aim, 

Nor,  failing  such,  can  rest  on  thee  the  blame 
For  thwarting  academic  aspirations. 
But  thou  hast  found  a  nobler  destiny, 

And  wilt  be  shrined  in  every  heart  that  knows 
And  loves  thee  for  thyself  ;   thy  sovereignty 

Will  be  acknowledged  worthily  by  those 
Who  find  in  thee  the  highest  ecstasy 

Of  poetry,  the  purest  fount  of  prose. 


XVI.    ON  THE   RUSSIAN   BALLET 

STRANGE  music  throbs  :   the  curtain  lifts  :   and  we, 
A  moment  past  dull  clods  of  human  clay, 
Are  wafted  twenty  thousand  leagues  away 

To  an  enchanted  land  of  faerie 

Peopled  by  elfin  beings  fancy-free 

Who  blithely  dance  their  careless-hearted  way 
Through  strange  adventures  with  a  grace  as  gay 

As  if  they  recked  of  naught  but  gaiety. 

What  is  toward  ?     A  medley  of  hates  and  loves, 
A  riotous  frolic,  or  some  high  romance 
Of  bitter  sorrow  or  of  joy  supreme  ? 

Swift  to  its  close  the  little  drama  moves 
In  a  delirium  of  whirling  dance. 

The  curtain  falls  :  we  wake  :  'twas  but  a  dream 
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XVII.    ON    KEATS 

A  FAIRY-MINDED  prince  of  poesy 

Beating  his  golden  wings  upon  the  bars 

Of  mortal  thought  that  kept  him  from  the  stars 

Whither  his  ardent  fancy  bade  him  fly. 

How  rich  a  soul  earth  lost  in  him  !     Oh  why, 
Why  is  it  that  death's  frost  so  often  mars 
The  choicest  fruits  of  genius  ere  they  pass 

The  rigour  of  life's  springtime  scathlessly 

And  ripen  to  perfection  ?     Cruel  Fates  ! 
Had  he  but  lived,  what  regions  of  delight, 

What  realms  of  beauty  would  have  oped  their  gates 
To  his  triumphant  vision  !     Alas,  the  light 

Is  quenched  :   to-day  no  poet  penetrates 
Those  magic  outposts  of  the  Infinite. 


ODE  TO  MUSIC 

GOD-GIVEN  Spirit,  on  whose  descending  wings 

Echoes  of  paradise  to  earth  are  borne, 
Heaven-inspired  art,  whose  healing  springs 
Of  melody  have  oft  eased  hearts  forlorn 
And  dumbly  aching  from  some  recent  pain 
With  Lethe-steeped  symphonies  of  sound, 
Where  only  pure  exalting  ecstasies 

And  noble  impulses  remain, 
And  every  earthly  misery  is  drowned 
In  seas  of  throbbing  chords  and  harmonies. 


Bright  pictures  from  the  past,  and  memories 

Long  disregarded  and  forgotten,  throng 
Before  our  charmed  eyes  ;   sweet  fantasies, 

Born  of  the  potent  wizardry  of  Song, 
Are  woven  before  us  as  we  sit  and  gaze 
Upon  the  pageant  which  thy  voice  unfolds  ; 
All  that  is  beautiful  in  the  human  soul 
Bequeathed  to  us  from  earliest  days, 
All  that  is  written  on  the  immortal  scroll 
Of  Fame  arises  while  the  vision  holds. 


Beneath  thy  spell  we  hear  again  the  note 

Of  sylvan  Pan  in  summer- tranced  brakes, 
Again  the  melodies  of  Orpheus  float 

Across  the  morning  ere  the  world  awakes  ; 
Attentive  blackbirds  from  the  arching  groves 
Fling  back  a  challenge  to  the  prick-eared  god 
The  wild  things  of  the  underwood  pursue 

The  divine  bard  where'er  he  roves, 
And  in  deep  pleasaunces  by  man  untrod 
The  joyous  dryads  frolic  in  the  dew. 
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The  world  is  full  of  harmonies  and  spells, 
And  chords  unstruck  re-echo  vibrantly 
On  every  ambient  zephyr  ;   fairy  bells 

Tinkle  a  welcome  from  the  limpid  sky, 
And  to  our  ears  are  wafted  on  the  breeze 
The  "  food  of  love  "  Orsino  bade  play  on, 
Shelley's  "  soft  voices  "  and  "  dissolving 

strain  " 

And  Keats's  "  unheard  melodies," 
While  in  the  misty  distance  sound  again 
The  "  horns  of  elfland  "  heard  by  Tennyson. 

O  perfect  Earth,  whoever  can  behold 

Thy  loveliness  with  understanding  eyes 
Must  surely  also  hear  in  lofty- souled 

And  urgent  trance  thine  inborn  melodies  ; 
Must  hear  how  early- blossoming  copses  sing, 
How  the  bright  vividness  of  hawthorn-hedges 
New- decked  by  tremulous  May  proclaims  aloud 

The  coming  of  exultant  Spring  ; 
And  how  in  Autumn  frosty  meres  and  sedges 
Sob  mournful  dirges  'neath  their  hoary  shroud  ! 

Whoever  seeks  can  find  thee  everywhere 
In  Nature.     In  the  voices  that  abound 
Amid  the  shifting  seasons  we  can  hear 

Thy  myriad- toned  cadences  that  sound 
In  every  changing  phase  alike,  and  sing 
In  April  showers  and  September  dews  : 
Shy  primroses  and  flaunting  tulips  blow 

The  silver  trumpets  of  the  Spring, 
And  golden  chords  and  diapasons  glow 
Amid  rich  Autumn's  sombre-fiery  hues. 

Exalted  Muse  !     How  fully  dost  thou  prove 

The  mighty  power  of  thine  alchemy 
In  spirit-thrilling  moments  when  above 

The  surges  of  some  passionate  melody 
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A  rush  of  harps  and  flutes  upsoaring  comes 
Floating  mysteriously  !     What  fervour  burns 
In  a  sonorous  trumpet-call  that  rings 

Above  the  thunder-roll  of  drums 
Triumphant !     What  a  world  of  sorrow  yearns 
In  the  rich  unison  of  muted  strings  ! 

And  when  we  hear  thee  not,  thy  voice,  vibrating 

Within  our  memory,  beckons  us  again 
Into  the  fairyland  of  thy  creating, 

Wherein  the  children  of  thy  spirit  reign 
Amid  soft  waves  of  sound  and  echoings 

Of  half-remembered  strains.     There  in  those  aisles 
And  avenues  of  rolling  harmony 

The  spirit  of  oblivion  brings 
Blessed  tranquillity  and  calm-eyed  smiles 
And  all  regrets  and  aching  sorrows  die. 
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TO  MY  FRIEND 

STRAIGHT  as  a  die  and  honest  as  the  day ; 

Good-tempered  but  a  trifle  obstinate  ; 
Never  unkind  in  anything  you  say, 

In  all  your  actions  most  considerate  ; 
Reserved  and  patient ;   not  impetuous  ; 

Slow  to  attack  though  quick  in  self-defence ; 

Loyal  and  gentle  ;   never  angry  long  ; 
Eager  for  laughter,  rather  mischievous, 

Loving  a  joke,  although  a  little  dense 

In  subtleties  ;   brimful  of  common-sense  ; 

Clean- thinking  and  disdaining  all  things  wrong. 

That  is  your  portrait.     And  whatever  fate 

Decreed  that  you  and  I  should  come  together, 
I  bless  it  and  think  myself  fortunate 

To  find  a  friend  like  you.     I  care  not  whether 
It  was  relationship  or  accident 

That   crossed   our  paths    and   brought    us  face 

to  face ; 

It  was  ordained  that  we  should  meet,  and  find 
A  kinship  deep  enough  to  interlace 

Our  very  souls  and  strong  enough  to  bind 
Our  beings  thought  to  thought  and  mind  to 

mind, 
Each  entity  of  each  the  complement. 

If  we  had  dwelt  in  Athens  long  ago 
It  would  have  been  the  same ;   we  should  have 

come 

As  close  together  and  have  learnt  to  know 
Each  other  just  as  well,  perhaps  at  some 
Soul-stirring  Eleusinian  Mysteries 

Where  in  the  sacred  darkness  we  had  sworn 
Eternal   friendship.      Then,   when   these  were 
done, 
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We  should  have  laughed  at  Aristophanes 
Together,  to  the  Stadium  in  the  morn 
Have  strolled  together,  where  you  would  have 

worn 
The  victor's  laurel,  all  your  contests  won. 

Or,  if  you  like,  we  might  have  lived  in  days 

Of  chivalry,  in  mediaeval  times 
When  noble  ladies  meted  out  then*  praise 

For  knightly  enterprise  and  amorous  rhymes. 
You  would  have  beaten  champions  in  the  lists, 

Upheld  your  lady's  gage,  while  I,  no  less 

In  favour,  might  have  charmed  fastidious  ^ars 
With  golden  verse,  lauding  your  supple  wrists 

And  lightning  eye,  inspired  by  your  prowess 

To  heights  of  poesy  whither  recklessness 
And  admiration  beckoned  my  ideas. 

What  curious  destiny  united  us  ? 

We  are  so  different — yet  so  much  alike. 
Our  thoughts,  in  birth  so  simultaneous, 

In  train  identical,  yet  often  strike 
Not  the  same  chord,  but  ones  that  always  ring 
In  assonance  ;   we  never  disagree, 

Yet  in  our  actions  there's  no  parallel. 
To  all  the  games  you  love  I  cannot  bring 

The  concentration  which  makes  you  excel, 
While  you  are  seldom  captured  by  the  spell 
Of  words  and  music  which  appeal  to  me. 

And  knowing  this,  we  might  perhaps  have  met 
With  mutual  dislike  and  gone  our  ways 

In  ignorance  that  Fortune's  stage  was  set 
For  close-knit  friendship  and  for  happy  days 

Of  ever-present  concord  so  complete 
That  short-lived  arguments  could  but  enhance 
Its  value.     But  thank  God  we  recognised 
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Some  strange  affinity  of  soul,  whose  seat, 
Implanted  in  bright-raimented  romance 
Unshakable,  lay  far  beyond  the  chance 
Of  any  rupture,  open  or  disguised. 

I  wonder  if  we  met  before  our  birth 

Amid  the  enchanted  shades  of  spirit-land 
Where  souls  abide  before  they  come  to  earth, 

And  if  some  echo  of  the  past  has  spanned 
The  deep  abysses  of  oblivion 

In  which  our  former  life  should  sink  and  die, 

So  that  within  us  two  there  still  survives 
The  memory  of  a  former  union 

Amid  the  universal  harmony 

Of  spiritual  heaven,  a  memory 
Uniting  us  in  our  corporeal  lives. 

What  though  ten  years  divide  our  ages,  though 
I  had  become  a  man  ere  you  had  grown 

To  schoolboyhood  ?     That  cannot  overthrow 
Or  wither  up  the  flower  that  now  has  blown 

From  nursery  love  into  a  friendship  dear 
To  both  of  us,  a  never- failing  flow 
Of  sympathy,  uniting  us  in  some 

Mysterious  spirit- way,  bringing  us  near 

Each  other  in  our  thoughts,  so  that,  although 
Our  paths  may  lead  us  far  apart,  we  know 
That  nothing  ever  can  between  us  come. 


TO  AN  OLD   COUPLE 

YOUNG  Cupid,  thou  hast  had  thy  meed  of  praise 

From  spirits  newly-kindled  by  thy  fires, 
Inspired  by  the  promise  of  long  days 

Rich  with  the  presence  that  their  soul  desires, 
So  be  my  song  of  Love  grown  old  and  grey, 

Of  Love  that  has  outlived  the  ecstatic  heat 

Of  passion  and  the  stabs  of  jealousy, 

And  now  goes  on  his  calm  untrammelled  way 

Blessing  two  lives  in  perfect  harmony 

With  happiness  unmarred,  communion  ever  sweet. 

O  happy  life  !     O  ever-present  bliss  ! 
It  is  as  if  time  halted  in  his  stride 
And  earth  for  ever  felt  warm  summer's  kiss 

And  woods  stayed  green  and  flowers  never  died, 
Or  as  if  every  night  the  long  year  round 
Retained  the  fragrant  balminess  of  June 

When  love  continues  fresh  enough  to  give 
With  every  month  another  honeymoon. 
O  happy  life  !     Twin  spirits  that  have  found 

Their  way  to  paradise  while  still  on  earth   they 
live. 

What  high  romances  would  have  been  enshrined 

In  poesy,  were  all  loves  happy- starred 
As  yours  ;  had  fickle  Fortune  been  more  kind 

To  frenzied  Romeo,  or  Tristan's  guard 
Been  surer  !     They  would  have  adventured  far 
Over  the  surges  of  enchanted  seas 

Of  love  to  long- lost  fairylands  of  old 
Steeped  in  the  magic  of  the  evening  star. 
Alas,  that  Fate  left  visions  such  as  these 
Ungarnered  in  the  treasure-house  of  tales  un- 
told ! 

E  65 


Into  what  realms  of  fancy  have  you  strayed, 

You  twain  that  are  one,  in  these  so  many  years  ? 

What  tempests  have  you  weathered  unafraid  ? 
What  joys  together  shared  ?     What  hopes  ? 
What  fears  ? 

0  happy  pair  !     For  cares  and  troubles  shared 
Lose  half  their  power  to  hurt  and  blessings  gain 

A  double  value  when  another  heart 
Beats  aye  at  one  with  ours  in  pleasure  or  pain. 
Can  there  be  joy  on  earth  to  be  compared 

To  yours :  love  never  fading,  lovers  ne'er  apart  ? 

If  I  should  reach  that  eminence  of  age 

From  which  you  now  look  back  along  the  years, 

1  would  be  well  content  to  quit  the  stage 
Of  life  uncheered  by  benison  of  tears 

If  I  could  say  that  I  had  had  a  mate 
As  exquisite  and  noble-souled  as  yours, 

And  if  I  knew,  as  you  must  surely  know, 
I  had  been  worthy  of  so  kind  a  fate  ; 

Had  never  let  the  lamp  of  love  burn  low 
And  had  deserved  a  trust  unfaltering  as  the  hours. 

Oh  do  not  think  of  death  ;   that  cannot  sever 

Two  lives  so  closely  grafted  on  one  stem. 
This  love  of  yours  was  born  to  live  for  ever, 

And  will  for  ever  wear  his  diadem 
In  the  vast  regions  of  the  bright  hereafter, 
By  time  and  space  unfettered,  unconfined, 

Where  you  will  meet  again,  never  to  part> 
Sharing  your  life  of  happiness  and  laughter 
(For  there  will  be  no  sorrow)  mind  to  mind 
Even  as  in  this  world  you  shared  it  heart  to 
heart. 
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THE  WINDS  OF  MARCH 

0  WINDS  of  March  !     O  heralds  of  spring  ! 
Strong  from  the  south-west,  clean  from  the  sea  ! 

1  will  go  up  to  the  hills  and  sing 

And  the  clouds  and  the  sky  will  sing  with  me. 

For  the  wind  is  full  of  the  joy  of  life  ; 

There  are  voices  of  vigour  and  energy 
In  the  straining  forest's  tangled  strife 

And  the  scurry  of  squalls  on  the  foam- streaked 
sea. 

I  will  leave  the  vale  and  its  daffodils 
And  the  sheltered  nooks  where  snowdrops  lair, 

And  I  will  go  up  to  the  bare-swept  hills 

And  the  gale's  cool  fingers  shall  comb  my  hair. 

For  the  breath  of  the  sun  is  behind  the  blast 
Borne  on  its  wings  from  the  genial  south  ; 

The  air  strikes  warm  as  the  gusts  roar  past 
And  the  taste  of  the  salt  sea  stings  my  mouth. 

I  will  run  barefoot  on  the  mountain  turf 
And  roam  in  the  glens  as  the  red  deer  roam  : 

I  will  run  to  the  shore  and  dance  in  the  surf 
When  the  sun  strikes  low  through  a  haze  of  foam. 

Shout,  boisterous  gale,  I  will  louder  shout ! 

Fly,  hurrying  clouds,  I  will  faster  fly  ! 
For  winter's  rigours  are  put  to  rout 

And  the  promise  of  spring  is  bright  in  the  sky. 

O  winds  of  March  !     O  heralds  of  spring  ! 

Strong  from  the  south-west,  clean  from  the  sea  ! 
Heaven  be  praised  for  the  song  you  sing 

And  the  strange  mad  joy  that  you  bring  to  me  ! 
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THE  COMING  OF  SUMMER 

Now  once  again  o'er  hill  and  plain 

The  beauty  of  springtide  grows  apace, 
Wild  roses  blossom  in  every  lane 

And  the  fields  are  white  with  the  daisies'  snow 
Tall  cowslips  grace  each  grassy  space 

And  the  buttercups  spread  their  cloth  of  gold, 
On  down  and  heath  the  gorse-fires  glow 

And  may- trees  bloom  in  a  cloud  of  pink  : 
In  the  dewy  dawn  the  blackbirds  scold, 

The  larks  at  noontide  soar  unseen, 
Lithe  poplars  wink  on  the  river  brink, 

And  summer  is  born  in  a  haze  of  green. 

From  the  dust  and  heat  of  the  busy  street 

And  the  restless  noise  of  the  town  I'll  fly, 
And  the  peace  of  a  country  stream  shall  greet 

My  sense  as  I  seek  some  quiet  pool : 
For  a  well-thrown  fly  where  the  big  trout  lie 

Is  better  than  all  the  Season's  rush, 
And  a  rod  and  a  pipe  in  the  evening's  cool 

Is  pleasanter  sport  than  a  crowded  ball ; 
So  there  I'll  fish  in  the  twilight  hush 

And  hark  to  the  song  of  the  nightingale 
While  blossoms  fall  from  the  chestnuts  tall 

Before  the  breeze  in  a  fragrant  veil. 

For  summer  brings  all  manner  of  things 

That  are  good  for  the  heart  of  a  man  to  love, 

The  scent  of  hay  in  the  evenings, 

The  morning  dew  on  a  full-blown  rose  ; 

Hot  days  to  rove  in  a  sandy  cove 
All  wet  from  the  sea  to  dry  m  the  sun, 

The  freedom  of  limb  that  a  swimmer  knows, 
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The  tingling  thrill  of  a  running  dive  ; 
The  breathless  fun  of  a  snatched  short  run, 

A  shattered  wicket's  welcome  click, 
The  glorious  feel  of  a  well-hit  drive  ; 

The  clear-cut  smack  of  a  polo-stick. 

All  these  and  more  delights  in  store 

Hath  summer  for  her  votaries  ; 
Sweet  apples,  sun-warmed  to  the  core, 

And  cherries  on  a  garden  wall, 
New-gathered  peas  and  strawberries 

And  luscious  peaches  velvet-skinned, 
Mulberries  juicy  from  their  fall ; 

The  smell  of  gardens  after  rain  ; 
A  wheat  field  ruffled  by  the  wind  : 

These  are  the  things  make  life  worth  while 
When  once  again  o'er  hill  and  plain 

The  balmy  skies  of  summer  smile. 
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BALLADE 
(DOUBLE  REFRAIN) 
OF  THE  SUN  AND  THE  MOON 

THE  flaming  beauty  of  summer  days 
Beneath  a  calm  sky's  benison, 
Far  hills  that  fade  in  the  noonday  haze, 
Under  the  reign  of  the  golden  sun. 
Faint  stars  that  kindle  one  by  one, 
The  passion  of  nightingales  in  June, 
The  sense  of  a  long  day's  work  well  done, 
Under  the  reign  of  the  silvery  moon. 

Daffodils  in  forest  ways 

That  bloom  ere  Spring  has  well  begun, 

Catching  the  watery  April  rays 

Under  the  reign  of  the  golden  sun. 

Bright  beams  that  dance  on  a  stream's  swift  run 

Like  diamonds  on  a  mirror  strewn 

Or  a  web  of  liquid  light  loose-spun, 

Under  the  reign  of  the  silvery  moon. 

Downs  afire  with  the  gorse's  blaze, 

A  cock's  exultant  clarion, 

The  scent  of  flowers,  the  blackbird's  lays, 

Under  the  reign  of  the  golden  sun. 

Distant  music,  the  unison 

Of  muted  strings  in  a  plaintive  tune, 

Young  lovers'  sweet  communion, 

Under  the  reign  of  the  silvery  moon. 

Envoy. 

Days  of  love  wooed  fair  and  won 
Under  the  reign  of  the  golden  sun. 
Nights  of  delight  to  follow  soon 
Under  the  reign  of  the  silvery  moon. 
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OXFORD 

OLD  friend,  'tis  good  to  visit  thee  again, 

To  sink  again  into  the  old  routine 

As  though  the  passing  years  had  never  been. 
The  glamour  and  the  charm  of  thee  remain  ; 
'Tis  we  who  change,  yet  not  too  much  to  feign 

The  gaiety  of  fancy-free  nineteen, 

Happy  and  careless,  with  a  zest  as  keen 
As  if  we  lingered  still  in  youth's  domain. 
When  first  I  left  thee  I  was  glad  to  go 

(I  can  confess  it  now),  for  Life  began — 
Life,  with  its  liberty  and  romantic  glow — 

When  school  was  ended  and  boy  was  merged  in 

man. 
0  that  I  then  had  known,  as  now  I  know, 

The  shams  of  what  I  thought  Elysian  ! 

For  freedom  does  not  prove  so  smooth  a  thing 

When  grasped  at  last  as  seemed  to  youthful  eyes ; 

Too  many  thorns,  all  unforeseen,  arise 
To  tear  our  fingers  as  we  strive  to  wring 
The  utmost  juice  of  its  fair  promising 

Out  of  its  treacherous  heart  and  win  the  prize 

Ere  it  has  lost  its  savour,  ere  it  dies 
Leaving  sweet  memories  swift- vanishing  ; 
Too  many  petty  worries,  too  much  care 

To  vex  a  buoyant  soul  aspiring  high, 
To  crush  a  spirit  shuddering  in  despair, 

Wondering  is  it  cowardly  to  die  ; 
Too  many  evils  to  pollute  the  air, 

To  vilify  the  world  and  blot  the  sky. 

But  I  will  seek  forgetfulness  in  thee, 
Will  fly  in  spirit  swifter  than  the  gale 
Over  the  Chilterns  to  the  dappled  vale 

Where  thou  art  Queen  ;  and  when  afar  I  see 
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A  vast  to-morrow  of  joy  or  sorrow, 
Blessed  with  a  friendly  breeze 
Or  cursed  with  adversities  ; 

A  foe  to  hate  or  a  wife 
To  love.     And  the  rest  is  peace  ; 

Peace,  and  the  end  of  strife. 
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VISTAS 


LONG  grassy  avenues, 

Sun-kissed  and  ablaze 

With  hawthorn  and  gorse, 

Between  the  sombre  pinewoods  crowding 

Down  from  the  hill-top  into  the  sleepy  vale, 

Whose  mingled  greens  and  blues 

Melt  into  haze 

Beyond  the  twinkling  course 

Of  the  misty  river,  shrouding 

Far  faint-looming  hills,  shadowy  and  pale. 

Long  avenues  of  thought, 

Rich  in  memories 

Of  pleasure  and  pain, 

Fading  into  the  distant  years  : 

Memories  of  longed-for  joys  that  never  came, 

And  some  that  came  unsought, 

Bring  to  our  eyes 

That  look  on  them  again 

Smiles — and  perhaps  a  hint  of  tears 

To  think  they  cannot  be  again  the  same. 

Long  avenues  of  dreams, 

Bright  hope  and  craven  doubt : 

What  are  they  bringing 

In  their  load  of  joys  and  sorrows, 

Those  future  years  that  come  to  us  so  fast  ? 

Ambition's  beacon  gleams 

Brightly  about 

Our  path,  its  radiance  flinging 

Over  the  many  dark  to-morrows  : 

What  is  to  come  must  better  what  is  past. 
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THE  CITIES 

FAR  had  I  wandered  from  the  haunts  of  man 

By  meadows  daisy-strewn  and  mossy  lanes 

Where  the  wild  roses  starred  the  hedge's  green  : 

Between  the  roots  the  timid  primrose  peeped, 

Pert  blackbirds  rioted  amid  the  may 

And  the  light  breeze  was  tremulous  with  Spring. 

About  the  time  of  sunset  I  had  found 

A  desolate  headland  fronting  on  the  west 

And  there  had  laid  me  down  upon  the  thyme. 

An  inky  thundercloud  had  reared  his  head 

Above  the  sea  and  hid  the  sinking  sun  ; 

The  waves  were  lulled  into  an  oily  calm 

That  scarce  had  strength  to  roll  along  the  sand, 

And  the  red  weed  swung  idly  with  the  tide. 

A  sense  of  doom  and  desolation  brooded 

Over  the  world  ;   the  languid  air  was  still, 

And  in  the  breathless  hush  I  fell  asleep 

And,  so  it  chanced,  dreamed  deeply  of  the  past. 


Darkness,  magical,  murmurous  with  spells, 

Instinct  with  mystery  ;   an  eerie  mist 

Swirling  and  twisting  round  the  jagged  crags  ; 

The  sea  invisible  in  a  yawning  gulf 

Of  vapour  whence  its  voice  rose  menacing, 

Greeted  my  sleeping  sense.     Anon  there  came 

A  sullen,  swelling  murmur  from  the  void, 

And  from  the  darkness  rose  a  darker  shape 

Distinguishable  only  by  two  eyes 

That  shone  with  sombre  fire. 

Then  as  I  waited,  wondering  and  afraid, 

A  voice,  hollow  and  sad,  and,  as  it  seemed, 

Thick  with  the  sleep  of  centuries,  began 

To  speak  in  booming  and  re-echoing  tones : — 
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Out  of  the  silence,  out  of  the  timeless  gloom 
And  sweet-embalmed  sanctity  of  my  tomb, 
Stranger,  I  come.     Why  hast  thou  called  me  thence, 
Trailing  mine  immemorial  cerements 
Across  the  babble  of  the  centuries, 
Me,  Spirit  of  Thebes,  reposing  at  mine  ease 
Amid  my  mighty  ruins  ?     Couldst  thou  not 
Have  left  me  in  the  oblivion  of  that  spot, 
Now  bleak  and  bare,  a  wilderness  of  sand, 
Where  once  my  palaces  and  fanes  did  stand  ? 
Why  stir  the  ashes  of  my  majesty, 
Dead  and  forgotten,  till  I  long  to  see 
My  vanished  greatness  once  again  and  taste 
Anew  the  sweets  of  power  long  defaced  ? 
Spectres  of  dreamland  float  before  mine  eyes, 
Bright  visions  of  mine  ancient  glory  rise 
And  mock  me  ;    I  see  again  my  lofty  walls 
Blood-red  at  sunset,  and  my  painted  halls 
Aglow  with  torches  for  the  festival 
Of  Isis  and  the  awful  Ritual 
Of  Death  ;   again  I  hear  the  solemn  chant 
Of  acolytes  that  bear  aloft  the  gaunt 
And  grisly  corpse  ;   again  the  censer  smokes 
While  in  sonorous  trance  the  priest  invokes 
The  mightiest  gods  of  Egypt  and  consigns 
To  regions  where  divine  Osiris  shines 
The  wandering  soul.     Where  is  the  temple  now, 
And  where  the  statue  on  whose  granite  brow 
The  sacred  sign  of  Ammon  once  was  set  ? 
The  sceptre  broken,  the  holy  amulet 
Snatched  from  his  bosom  by  an  alien  hand 
And  carried  off  to  some  far  distant  land,     «• 
The  severed  head  o  ertrampled  in  the  mire, 
The  body  bleached  by  the  unending  fire 
Of  its  great  prototype,  eternal  Ra  ! 

Yet  even  now,  when  the  soft  evening  star 
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First  wins  his  way  through  day's  fast- fading  light, 
In  that  short  hour  ere  the  star- dusted  night 
Glides  swiftly  from  the  east,  mine  alchemy 
Can  conjure  up  the  past  and  thou  canst  see 
Those    mounds    of    dust    rebuilt,   those    prostrate 

blocks 

Repoised  upon  their  pillars  whence  the  shocks 
Of  war  and  time  have  hurled  them  ;   thou  canst  see 
The  lotus-columns'  perfect  symmetry 
Unspoiled  by  gaping  interspace,  and  muse 
Along  the  sphinx-defended  avenues. 
Then  shalt  thou  see  dim  visions  of  the  days 
Of  mighty  Rameses  before  thy  gaze 
Laid  bare,  as  when  from  off  a  monument 
New-sculptured  the  enshrouding  veil  is  rent, 
Revealing  hidden  beauty.     Thou  shalt  hear 
The  happy  singing  of  the  maids  that  bear 
Their  fragrant  offerings  to  the  lofty  altar  ; 
The  unwilling  heifer,  straining  at  the  halter 
Against  the  sacrificial  table,  falls 
Before  the  knife  ;   and,  hark,  those  trumpet-calls 
Under  the  wide  propylon  !     Every  knee 
Is  bended,  every  voice  is  silent :   see, 
Beneath  a  waving  forest  of  tall  fans 
Swayed  by  the  glistening  arms  of  Nubians 
The  Pharaoh  comes  between  his  courtiers'  bows, 
The  double  crown  of  Egypt  on  his  brows, 
King  of  the  North  and  South,  the  King  of  Kings, 
Destroyer  of  his  enemies,  and  brings 
His  blessing  to  the  feast.     O  noble  sight ! 
O  days  of  my  lost  greatness,  ere  the  night 
Of  ruin  and  oblivion  had  cast 
Her  shadow  o'er  me  and  my  glory  passed 
For  ever ! 

When  the  vocal  Memnon  groaned 
At  sunrise,  stranger,  'twas  my  soul  bemoaned 
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Her  vanished  splendour  ;   'twas  my  spirit  sighed 
To  know  the  majesty  of  Thebes  had  died. 

Scarce  had  the  hollow  booming  echo  ceased 

Ere  with  slow- fading,  wavering  outline 

The  Spirit  of  Thebes  had  vanished  from  my  sight 

Amid  the  muffled  thunder  of  the  waves, 

And  for  a  space  black  darkness  compassed  me. 

Then,  as  I  watched,  the  swirling  mist  grew  light 

And  iridescent ;   opal  shadows  traced 

Bright  hues  and  tints  as  of  a  summer  dawn 

Across  the  shadowy  curtain  ;   feathers  of  flame, 

Pale  yellow  and  deep  orange,  danced  and  leaped 

About  the  vapour  till  its  pearly  heart 

Glowed  ruby- red  and  pulsed  with  hidden  fire. 

Suddenly  out  of  the  mist  there  sprang  to  view 

Another  and  far  different  vision-shape. 

No  hooded  frown,  no  mien  of  majesty, 

No  stately  and  vibrating  utterance  : 

Only  a  laughing  boy. 

Blue-eyed  and  golden-haired,  fair  as  the  dawn, 

His  graceful  limbs  aglow  with  youth  and  health, 

Radiant  with  happiness  and  joy, 

Lightly  he  stood  with  herald  arm  outstretched, 

And  with  swift-rushing,  bubbling  stream  of  words 

Sang  in  a  silver- cadenced,  clarion  voice  : — 

I  am  the  Spirit  of  Athens,  arisen 

On  the  rose- tipped  wings  of  the  dawning 
Out  of  the  silvery  foam  of  the  limpid  Aegean  ; 
City  of  dreams,  white  as  the  snow,  pure  as  the  wind, 
Radiant-eyed  as  the  bright  Cytherean 

Goddess  of  Love ! 
From  me,  from  me  men  learnt  to  imprison 

The  exquisite  soul  of  the  morning, 
Joyous  and  fresh  as  the  kiss  of  Aurora,  in  stone 
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A  vast  to-morrow  of  joy  or  sorrow, 
Blessed  with  a  friendly  breeze 
Or  cursed  with  adversities  ; 
A  foe  to  hate  or  a  wife 

To  love.    And  the  rest  is  peace  ; 
Peace,  and  the  end  of  strife. 
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VISTAS 


LONG  grassy  avenues, 

Sun-kissed  and  ablaze 

With  hawthorn  and  gorse, 

Between  the  sombre  pinewoods  crowding 

Down  from  the  hill-top  into  the  sleepy  vale, 

Whose  mingled  greens  and  blues 

Melt  into  haze 

Beyond  the  twinkling  course 

Of  the  misty  river,  shrouding 

Far  faint-looming  hills,  shadowy  and  pale. 

Long  avenues  of  thought, 

Rich  in  memories 

Of  pleasure  and  pain, 

Fading  into  the  distant  years  : 

Memories  of  longed-for  joys  that  never  came, 

And  some  that  came  unsought, 

Bring  to  our  eyes 

That  look  on  them  again 

Smiles — and  perhaps  a  hint  of  tears 

To  think  they  cannot  be  again  the  same. 

Long  avenues  of  dreams, 

Bright  hope  and  craven  doubt : 

What  are  they  bringing 

In  their  load  of  joys  and  sorrows, 

Those  future  years  that  come  to  us  so  fast  ? 

Ambition's  beacon  gleams 

Brightly  about 

Our  path,  its  radiance  flinging 

Over  the  many  dark  to-morrows  : 

What  is  to  come  must  better  what  is  past. 
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THE  CITIES 

FAR  had  I  wandered  from  the  haunts  of  man 

By  meadows  daisy-strewn  and  mossy  lanes 

Where  the  wild  roses  starred  the  hedge's  green  : 

Between  the  roots  the  timid  primrose  peeped, 

Pert  blackbirds  rioted  amid  the  may 

And  the  light  breeze  was  tremulous  with  Spring. 

About  the  time  of  sunset  I  had  found 

A  desolate  headland  fronting  on  the  west 

And  there  had  laid  me  down  upon  the  thyme. 

An  inky  thundercloud  had  reared  his  head 

Above  the  sea  and  hid  the  sinking  sun  ; 

The  waves  were  lulled  into  an  oily  calm 

That  scarce  had  strength  to  roll  along  the  sand, 

And  the  red  weed  swung  idly  with  the  tide. 

A  sense  of  doom  and  desolation  brooded 

Over  the  world  ;   the  languid  air  was  still, 

And  in  the  breathless  hush  I  fell  asleep 

And,  so  it  chanced,  dreamed  deeply  of  the  past. 


Darkness,  magical,  murmurous  with  spells, 

Instinct  with  mystery  ;   an  eerie  mist 

Swirling  and  twisting  round  the  jagged  crags  ; 

The  sea  invisible  in  a  yawning  gulf 

Of  vapour  whence  its  voice  rose  menacing, 

Greeted  my  sleeping  sense.     Anon  there  came 

A  sullen,  swelling  murmur  from  the  void, 

And  from  the  darkness  rose  a  darker  shape 

Distinguishable  only  by  two  eyes 

That  shone  with  sombre  fire. 

Then  as  I  waited,  wondering  and  afraid, 

A  voice,  hollow  and  sad,  and,  as  it  seemed, 

Thick  with  the  sleep  of  centuries,  began 

To  speak  in  booming  and  re-echoing  tones : — 
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Out  of  the  silence,  out  of  the  timeless  gloom 
And  sweet-embalmed  sanctity  of  my  tomb, 
Stranger,  I  come.     Why  hast  thou  called  me  thence, 
Trailing  mine  immemorial  cerements 
Across  the  babble  of  the  centuries, 
Me,  Spirit  of  Thebes,  reposing  at  mine  ease 
Amid  my  mighty  ruins  ?     Couldst  thou  not 
Have  left  me  in  the  oblivion  of  that  spot, 
Now  bleak  and  bare,  a  wilderness  of  sand, 
Where  once  my  palaces  and  fanes  did  stand  ? 
Why  stir  the  ashes  of  my  majesty, 
Dead  and  forgotten,  till  I  long  to  see 
My  vanished  greatness  once  again  and  taste 
Anew  the  sweets  of  power  long  defaced  ? 
Spectres  of  dreamland  float  before  mine  eyes, 
Bright  visions  of  mine  ancient  glory  rise 
And  mock  me  ;    I  see  again  my  lofty  walls 
Blood-red  at  sunset,  and  my  painted  halls 
Aglow  with  torches  for  the  festival 
Of  Isis  and  the  awful  Ritual 
Of  Death  ;   again  I  hear  the  solemn  chant 
Of  acolytes  that  bear  aloft  the  gaunt 
And  grisly  corpse  ;   again  the  censer  smokes 
While  in  sonorous  trance  the  priest  invokes 
The  mightiest  gods  of  Egypt  and  consigns 
To  regions  where  divine  Osiris  shines 
The  wandering  soul.     Where  is  the  temple  now, 
And  where  the  statue  on  whose  granite  brow 
The  sacred  sign  of  Ammon  once  was  set  ? 
The  sceptre  broken,  the  holy  amulet 
Snatched  from  his  bosom  by  an  alien  hand 
And  carried  off  to  some  far  distant  land,     ^ 
The  severed  head  o  ertrampled  in  the  mire, 
The  body  bleached  by  the  unending  fire 
Of  its  great  prototype,  eternal  Ra  ! 

Yet  even  now,  when  the  soft  evening  star 
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First  wins  his  way  through  day's  fast-fading  light, 
In  that  short  hour  ere  the  star-dusted  night 
Glides  swiftly  from  the  east,   mine  alchemy 
Can  conjure  up  the  past  and  thou  canst  see 
Those    mounds    of    dust    rebuilt,   those    prostrate 

blocks 

Repoised  upon  their  pillars  whence  the  shocks 
Of  war  and  time  have  hurled  them  ;   thou  canst  see 
The  lotus-columns'  perfect  symmetry 
Unspoiled  by  gaping  interspace,  and  muse 
Along  the  sphinx-defended  avenues. 
Then  shalt  thou  see  dim  visions  of  the  days 
Of  mighty  Rameses  before  thy  gaze 
Laid  bare,  as  when  from  off  a  monument 
New-sculptured  the  enshrouding  veil  is  rent, 
Revealing  hidden  beauty.     Thou  shalt  hear 
The  happy  singing  of  the  maids  that  bear 
Their  fragrant  offerings  to  the  lofty  altar  ; 
The  unwilling  heifer,  straining  at  the  halter 
Against  the  sacrificial  table,  falls 
Before  the  knife  ;   and,  hark,  those  trumpet-calls 
Under  the  wide  propylon  !     Every  knee 
Is  bended,  every  voice  is  silent :   see, 
Beneath  a  waving  forest  of  tall  fans 
Swayed  by  the  glistening  arms  of  Nubians 
The  Pharaoh  comes  between  his  courtiers'  bows, 
The  double  crown  of  Egypt  on  his  brows, 
King  of  the  North  and  South,  the  King  of  Kings, 
Destroyer  of  his  enemies,  and  brings 
His  blessing  to  the  feast.     O  noble  sight ! 
O  days  of  my  lost  greatness,  ere  the  night 
Of  ruin  and  oblivion  had  cast 
Her  shadow  o'er  me  and  my  glory  passed 
For  ever ! 

When  the  vocal  Memnon  groaned 
At  sunrise,  stranger,  'twas  my  soul  bemoaned 
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Her  vanished  splendour  ;   'twas  my  spirit  sighed 
To  know  the  majesty  of  Thebes  had  died. 

Scarce  had  the  hollow  booming  echo  ceased 

Ere  with  slow- fading,  wavering  outline 

The  Spirit  of  Thebes  had  vanished  from  my  sight 

Amid  the  muffled  thunder  of  the  waves, 

And  for  a  space  black  darkness  compassed  me. 

Then,  as  I  watched,  the  swirling  mist  grew  light 

And  iridescent ;   opal  shadows  traced 

Bright  hues  and  tints  as  of  a  summer  dawn 

Across  the  shadowy  curtain  ;   feathers  of  flame, 

Pale  yellow  and  deep  orange,  danced  and  leaped 

About  the  vapour  till  its  pearly  heart 

Glowed  ruby- red  and  pulsed  with  hidden  fire. 

Suddenly  out  of  the  mist  there  sprang  to  view 

Another  and  far  different  vision-shape. 

No  hooded  frown,  no  mien  of  majesty, 

No  stately  and  vibrating  utterance  : 

Only  a  laughing  boy. 

Blue-eyed  and  golden-haired,  fair  as  the  dawn, 

His  graceful  limbs  aglow  with  youth  and  health, 

Radiant  with  happiness  and  joy, 

Lightly  he  stood  with  herald  arm  outstretched, 

And  with  swift-rushing,  bubbling  stream  of  words 

Sang  in  a  silver- cadenced,  clarion  voice  : — 

I  am  the  Spirit  of  Athens,  arisen 

On  the  rose-tipped  wings  of  the  dawning 
Out  of  the  silvery  foam  of  the  limpid  Aegean  ; 
City  of  dreams,  white  as  the  snow,  pure  as  the  wind, 
Radiant- eyed  as  the  bright  Cytherean 

Goddess  of  Love  ! 
From  me,  from  me  men  learnt  to  imprison 

The  exquisite  soul  of  the  morning, 
Joyous  and  fresh  as  the  kiss  of  Aurora,  in  stone 
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Carven   by    Pheidias,    hewn    by    Praxiteles,    ever 

enshrined 

In  the  fane  of  Athena,  presiding  alone 
In  splendour  above. 

On  the  Acropolis  glories  on  glories, 
Marble  and  porphyry,  silver  and  gold, 

Where  amid  friezes  immortal  the  stories 
Of  gods  and  invincible  heroes  are  told  ; 

Stories  of  victory,  stories  of  trouble, 
Terrors  of  battle  and  blessings  of  peace, 

All  that  is  beautiful,  all  that  is  noble, 
All  that  is  fine  in  the  spirit  of  Greece. 

Pillars  and  porticoes,  arches  and  naves, 
Clustering  thick  as  the  gems  in  a  crown, 

Poised  with  the  grace  of  a  gull  on  the  waves, 
Restful  and  soft  as  the  curve  of  a  down. 

Come  to  the  Agora  !     There  in  the  bustle 

Laughter  and  mirth  are  abroad  : 
Chattering  buyers   and  sellers   and   mischievous 

boys 
Glow  with  the  bright-eyed  soul  of   the   morning, 

merry  and  brisk. 
Now  to  the  Stadium,  far  from  the  noise, 

Follow,  oh  follow  ! 
See  where  in  writhing  ripple  of  muscle 

The  wrestlers  strive  on  the  sward  ! 
See  where  the  athlete's  clear-c  it  beauty  of  limb 
Is  agleam  in  the  sun  as  he  bends  and  swings  for  a 

throw  of  the  disc  ! 

Hark  to  the  voices  that  lift  in  a  hymn 
To  Phoebus  Apollo  ! 
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O  children  of  light !     0  lovers  of  laughter  ! 

Subtle  of  wit  but  simple  of  heart ; 
Beings  of  wonder  for  ever  hereafter, 

Masters  of  faculty,  giants  of  art. 

Age  of  supremacy  mental  and  physical, 
Nation  of  poets,  athletes,  and  creators  ; 

Critical  intellects,  witty  and  quizzical, 
Passionate  lovers  and  passionate  haters. 

Sublime  in  their  statues,  their  speeches,  their 
plays, 

Instinctive  with  genius  ripe  at  its  birth  ; 
O  marvellous  people  !     O  halcyon  days  ! 

Will  ever  their  like  come  again  to  the  earth  ? 

Look  at  me,  look  at  me  as  ye  come  from  the 

sea  ! 

Piraeus  and  Salamis  smile 
And  beckon  ye  on  to  the  spearhead,  cleaving  the 

sky, 
Crowning  me,  soaring  aloft  to  the  shame  of  the 

morning  star, 
Of  Pallas  Athene  shining  on  high 

With  the  sun's  first  kiss  ! 
See,  from  the  valley  the  night-shadows  flee, 

And  pile  upon  shimmering  pile 
Temples  and  theatres,  towers  and  turreted  walls 
Blush  in  the  sun,  while  glows  bee-haunted  Hym- 

ettus  afar. 

Earth  cannot  show  ye  a  sight  that  enthralls 
Divinely  as  this ! 

So  sang  the  young  and  lovely  Spirit  of  Athens, 
And  swiftly  as  he  came  was  gone.     The  glow 
Grew  deeper,  hotter,  fiercer  ;   and  anon, 
Swallowing  the  circumambient  mist,  became 
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A  roaring  furnace,  angry  and  unchecked. 
Then,  as  I  shrank  before  the  licking  tongues 
That  spat  and  shot  at  me,  methought  I  saw 
A  shape  enormous,  bestial,  that  loomed 
Before  the  dancing  flames,  till,  as  I  gazed, 
The  vision  grew  to  vivid  clarity 
And  trembling  I  beheld  ! 
More  horrible  than  any  shape  that  haunts 
The  cots  of  timid  children,  more  grotesque 
Than  any  ogre  in  a  fairy-tale, 
For  it  was  human  !     Here  was  no  phantasm, 
No  spectre  born  of  a  disordered  mind  : 
Clear  as  the  day  he  sat  amid  the  flames, 
A  monster-man  upon  a  golden  throne. 
Pot-bellied,  gross,  and  rubicund  of  face, 
Besmirched  with  the  ugly  finger-prints  of  vice, 
Cruel-eyed  and  sensual-lipped  he  lolled, 
His  myrtle-chaplet  drunkenly  awry, 
A  wanton's  arm  about  his  swollen  neck, 
Obsequious  slaves  to  fill  his  tilted  cup. 
With  voice  as  harsh  and  loud  as  trumpet-blare 
In  brazen  and  soul- searing  tones  he  roared  : — 

I  am  the  Spirit  of  Imperial  Rome, 
Nurtured  of  old  'mid  strength  and  bravery 

By  patriots  and  warriors,  the  home 
Of  simple  manliness  and  piety. 

What  if  I  now  am  sunk  in  luxury 
And  riches  born  of  swollen  revenue  ? 

Have  I  not  earned  the  right  of  vanity 
By  world- wide  conquest  and  by  tribute  due 
From  western  Spaniard  and  Oriental  Jew  ? 

Far  in  the  frozen  North  above  the  snow 
Of  Pictish  moors  my  silken  banners  stream  ; 

In  deepest  Africa  the  tropic  glow 
Of  fierce  Apollo  sets  my  spears  agleam  : 
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What  wonder  if  the  wealthy  Romans  deem 
Their  Empire  everlasting,  and  recline 

At  ease  upon  their  soft  divans  to  dream 
Over  cool  flagons  of  Falernian  wine 
In  shady-bowered  gardens  on  the  Palatine  ? 

O  days  of  heedless  waste  and  luxury  ! 

All  noble  thoughts  and  impulses  are  thrust 
From  sight  behind  the  reign  of  revelry 

Voluptuous  and  tyranny  unjust. 
Slaves,  yield  ye  to  the  wine-inflamed  lust 

Of  lords  relentless  as  the  Minotaur ; 
Ho  !  water-carriers,  lay  the  reeking  dust 

Before  the  path  of  some  lewd  Emperor 

Replete  with  vice,  yet  ever  keen  to  savour 
more. 

Awake,  ye  citizens,  there  dawns  a  day 

Of   Triumph !     See    where    choiring    maidens 

throw 
Their  twined  garlands  in  the  Victor's  way  ! 

Cymbals  clash  out  and  silver  trumpets  blow ; 
From   glittering  masts   the  blazoned   standards 

flow; 

And  hi  the  streets  a  riot  of  colour  stains 
The  sun-bathed  marble's  faintly  rosy  glow. 

Woe  to  ye,  captives,  stumbling  hi  your  chains  1 
Naught  lies  before  ye  now  in  life  but  endles? 
pains. 

Never  to  greet  your  loved  ones  with  a  smile, 
Never  to  see  your  native  hills  and  valleys, 

Condemned  perchance  to  slavery  most  vile 
With  some  imperial  profligate  who  dallies 

Among  ttfie  vicious  pleasures  of  his  palace  : 
Yet  not  so  sad  a  fate  as  that  which  dooms 
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Ye  to  the  grim  arena  or  the  galleys, 
Or  to  a  huddled  death  amid  the  glooms 
And  foetid  darkness  of    the  dreaded  prison 
tombs. 

Light  up  the  torches  in  your  marble  halls, 
Ye  nobles,  let  the  wine-cup  circle  free 

And  oft  in  honour  of  the  festivals 
Of  jocund  Pan  and  wanton  Cybele. 

Banish  all  thoughts  but  mirth  and  gaiety  ! 
See  where  the  ministering  slaves  prepare 

Chaplets  of  myrtle  and  sweet  rosemary 
To  crown  the  merry  banqueters,  and  where 
The  sleek  musicians  play  a  languid  Lydian  air  ! 

Nights  of  delight  and  crowded  revels,  days 
Of  pageant  and  extravagance  unchecked  I 

Loitering  in  your  saffron-dusted  ways, 
Your  porticoes  and  arcades  flower-decked, 

0  citizens,  what  boots  it  to  reflect 

On  the  destruction  which  must  follow  quick 
Your  decadence,  on  fanes  and  temples  wrecked  ? 
Think  ye  that  sloth  and  idleness  can  trick 
Destiny,  or  avert  the  scourge  of  Alaric  ? 

Nay,  think  not  of  the  future.     By  smooth  paths 
Wander  ye  softly  through  your  lazy  lives  ; 

Enjoy  your  silken  robes  and  scented  baths, 

Your  gems  and  treasures,  till  the  Goth  deprives 

Ye  of  them  and  in  shameful  fetters  drives 
Ye  forth  to  slavery  far  from  your  home. 

1  do  not  suffer  too  :   my  fame  survives 
Your  follies,  and  in  ages  yet  to  come 

Man  will  revere  the  mighty  majesty  of  Rome. 

Thus  spake  the  gross  and  haughty  Spirit  of  Rome, 
And  vanished  as  he  ceased.     The  radiant  fire 
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That  played  in  lambent  fountains  round  him  died 

And  softly  sank  in  ever-deepening  shades 

Of  scarlet,  crimson,  mauve,  and  heliotrope 

Into  the  purple  of  the  midnight  sky. 

The  moon  shone  dully  through  a  golden  haze 

And  overhead  the  stars  began  to  peep. 

The  world  seemed  wrapped  in  peace, 

The  peace  that  broods  o'er  sleeping  country- sides 

In  the  still  splendour  of  a  summer  night. 

Presently,  so  it  seemed,  a  little  cloud 

Steamed  in  thin  eddies  out  of  the  abyss, 

Gathering  as  it  rose  before  mine  eyes 

Into  the  shadow  of  a  human  form. 

Soon  from  the  clinging  draperies  there  grew 

The  semblance  of  a  face  with  luminous  eyes 

That  stared  as  if  unseeing  into  mine. 

Then  a  melodious  voice,  distinct  and  low, 

Soft  as  the  echo  of  a  nightingale, 

Was  wafted  languidly  upon  mine  ears  ; 

Passion  subdued  thrilled  in  the  liquid  tones, 

Sweet  as  the  music  of  the  western  wind 

In  willow-thickets  by  a  murmurous  stream. 

I  am  the  Spirit  of  Paris,  city 

Of  light  and  laughter,  wise  and  witty. 

Strange  adventures  have  I  seen, 

Strange  encounters  have  there  been 

By  the  flickering  link-light 

In  my  narrow  streets  at  night. 

I  have  seen  the  wanderings 

And  merry  jests  of  truant  kings  ; 

I  have  watched  the  escapades 

Of  cavaliers  and  sprightly  maids. 

Black-browed  Henry,  tall  and  pale, 

Like  the  Caliph  in  the  tale 

Plays  again  his  pranks  as  mad 

As  any  known  in  old  Baghdad. 
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Crillon  too,  that  boastful  blade, 

Paragon  of  gasconade, 

Struts  across  the  gilded  stage 

Of  the  courtly  Bourbon  age. 

Coligny,  la  Rochefoucauld, 

Cond£  :  see  how  quick  they  go  ! 

Ere  the  curtain  falls,  behold, 

Other  pictures  are  unrolled  ; 

Valliere  and  Montespan, 

Cyrano  and  d'Artagnan 

Posturing  awhile  we  see 

On  the  boards  of  history 

Ere  oblivion  they  find  : 

But  they  leave  their  fame  behind. 

Still  their  spirits  roam  at  night 

Amid  the  scenes  of  their  delight ; 

Amorous  pleadings,  passions,  loves 

Haunt  the  air  about  the  groves 

And  upon  the  night-winds  fly 

In  the  gardens  of  Versailles, 

Soft  as  whispers  of  the  breeze 

In  jasmine-scented  balconies. 

So  they  lived  their  happy  life 

Heedless  of  the  coming  strife, 

Refusing  to  believe  the  worst 

Even  when  the  storm  had  burst. 

Thoughtless  children  !     Must  ye  stay  ? 

Cannot  ye  discern  your  day 

Is  over  ?     O  cannot  ye  see 

That  on  your  pomp  and  vanity 

Nevermore  the  sun  will  shine  ? 

Fly  to  England  or  the  Rhine  ! 

Alas,  alas  !    They're  deaf  and  blind, 
They  linger  and  are  left  behind. 
France's  fairest  lineage 
Falls  beneath  the  People's  rage. 
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O  Marat,  Danton,  Robespierre, 
Noble  though  your  motives  were, 
Ye  will  stand  in  history 
Monuments  of  infamy  ! 
Look  not,  stranger,  at  my  shame, 
Gaze  not  on  my  tarnished  fame  ; 
I,  the  beautiful  of  yore, 
Wallowing  in  my  nobles'  gore, 
Gloating  on  the  horrid  scene, 
Dancing  round  the  guillotine  ! 


Hark  !     Across  the  bloody  cloud 
Trumpet-calls  are  echoing  loud. 
Who  is  this  who  cleaves  his  path 
Through  the  ghastly  aftermath, 
Crushing  fratricidal  strife, 
Silencing  the  weary  knife  ? 
A  little  man  of  thoughtful  mien 
Inscrutable,  in  coat  of  green 
And  beaver  hat.     O  mighty  one, 
When  thy  wondrous  course  is  run 
Grateful  France  will  ever  keep 
Precious  watch  upon  thy  sleep  ! 


So  it  is  to-day  :   I  hold 

Still  my  power  as  of  old. 

In  the  crowded  avenues 

Amid  the  mingled  greens  and  blues 

Of  limes  and  summer  evening  skies, 

There  my  happiest  spirit  lies. 

Music,  laughter,  love  and  wine 

Sparkling  bright  as  stars  that  shine 

Frostily  o'er  arctic  snows, 

That  is  Paris  !     Life  that  flows 

Merrily  as  a  mountain-stream, 
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Inconsequently  as  a  dream, 
That  is  Paris  !     Thought  that  cares 
Naught  for  what  to-morrow  bears, 
Only  content  to  work  and  play 
In  the  sunshine  of  to-day, 
Joys  that  linger,  cares  that  fly, 
That  is  Paris  !     That  is  I  ! 


Ere  ever  the  echo  of  the  melodious  tones 
Had  ceased  to  ring  across  the  gaping  void,^. 
The  Spirit's  glowing  eyes  were  veiled,  its  shape 
Dissolved  and  sank  in  vapour  from  my  sight. 
A  smoky  fog  thick  gathered  o'er  the  moon 
And  all  the  stars  withdrew  their  silvery  beams. 
A  wall  of  blackness  rose  as  if  by  magic 
Out  of  the  sea.     Anon  a  distant  roar, 
Soft  and  insistent  as  a  sea-shell's  voice 
When  children  listen  into  its  spiral  heart, 
Was  heard  afar  and  dreamily,  as  the  sea, 
Rising  and  falling  along  a  shingly  beach 
At  night,  re-echoes  through  a  sleeper's  brain. 
Naught  could  I  see,  no  further  Spirit  grew 
Or  shadowed  forth  his  shape  across  the  gloom, 
And  yet  I  felt  a  Presence  in  the  air. 
Even  as  I  wondered  what  was  now  to  come 
I  heard  a  voice  in  weighty  measures  speak  : — 


Oh,  hearest  thou  yon  muttering  thunder 

Rising  and  falling,  as  of  the  sea 
When  foam-flecked  billows  are  cloven  asunder 

And  broken  on  some  out- jutting  quay  ? 
See'st  thou  a  brown  thick-looming  mist 
Like  fumes  from  the  phial  of  an  alchemist 
Who  seeks  the  elixir  of  life  ?     Do  not  wonder  ; 

They  are  not  in  the  air,  but  a  part  of  me. 
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For  I  am  the  Spirit  of  London  Town, 
Monstrous,  beautiful,  sad,  and  gay  ; 

Sad  in  my  wintry  cloak  of  brown, 

Gay  in  the  spring,  when  lilac  and  may 

Deck  my  gardens  and  parks  with  green 

And  laburnum  and  chestnut  blooms  are  seen  ; 

Gay  in  the  west  with  fashion's  crown, 
Sad  in  the  east  with  its  hopeless  grey. 

Stranger,  I  read  in  thine  inmost  soul 
That  thou  hatest  me  with  a  life-long  hate 

And  lovest  a  land  where  smooth  downs  roll 
From  sky  to  sky  in  majestic  state, 

A  land  where  meadows  and  pastures  yield 

To  silent  forest  and  dreaming  weald, 

Where  the  primrose  peeps  on  a  lovers'  stroll 
And  summer  comes  early  and  winter  late. 

Rustic  beauties  for  rustic  minds, 

The  squire  and  the  farmer  may  have  them  all ; 
I  am  the  god  of  the  man  who  finds 

Pleasure  and  joy  amid  buildings  tall, 
Who  loves  the  life  of  the  noisy  street 
And  the  ceaseless  hurry  of  busy  feet, 
Who  hates  the  buffet  of  downland  winds, 

And  is  deaf  to  the  wild  flowers'  elfin  call. 

"  Larks  and  thrushes  may  trill  and  sing, 

But  the  roar  of  the  street  is  the  song  for  me, 
And  the  rhythm  of  a  dance  is  a  better  thing 
Than  the  lilt  of  the  nightingale,"  says  he. 
"  Give  me  the  social  round  by  day 
And  the  night  for  a  dinner,  a  dance,  or  a  play, 
And  I'll  not  grudge  ye  the  joys  of  spring 
And  the  scent  of  the  flowers  in  Arcady." 
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Come  with  me  now  to  the  place  of  sorrow, 

Eastward,  eastward  into  the  grime  ; 
Nothing  to  steal  or  lend  or  borrow, 

Naught  but  poverty,  dirt,  and  crime. 
Endless  labour  that  grows  no  lighter, 
Prospects  never  becoming  brighter, 
The  hopeless  dawn  of  a  dark  to-morrow 

Is  all  they  know  of  the  gifts  of  time. 

Come  away,  come  away  to  fairer  sights  ! 

The  ruby  splendour  of  sunset  falls 
On  Tudor  turrets  and  golden  lights 

Are  kindled  anew  on  the  faded  walls. 
The  marble  pillars  are  tinged  with  rose 
And  the  grey  old  Abbey  awakes  and  glows, 
While  out  of  the  tower's  still  sun-kissed  heights 

The  bell's  soft-echoing  music  calls. 

When  spring  is  coming  and  March  the  giver 
Of  rain-swept  streets  and  a  windy  sky 

Roars  in  the  trees  and  the  windows  quiver 
And  shake  as  the  storm-clouds  bluster  by, 

Come  to  me  then,  for  winter  goes 

With  the  first  green  shoots  that  the  may- tree  grows, 

When  sunsets  flare  on  the  ruffling  river 
And  gale-driven  seagulls  wheel  and  cry. 

For  spring  comes  soon  and  daffodils  blow 

And  tulips  burgeon  in  all  their  pride 
Ere  ever  the  dwindling  drifts  of  snow 

Have  melted  into  the  country-side  : 
And  gone  is  the  season  of  fogs  and  rain 
And  the  naked  boughs  are  clothed  again 
While  still  in  coppice  and  bleak  hedgerow 

The  violets  sleep  and  the  snowdrops  hide. 
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But  what  care  I  for  beauty  or  blight, 

For  the  blaze  and  show  of  the  brilliant  west 

Or  the  terror  and  gloom  of  the  east's  long  night, 
For  the  poor  in  rags  or  the  rich  well-dressed  ? 

Monarch  of  all  Earth's  cities  to-day, 

There  is   none  that   can   challenge    or   check   my 
sway, 

City  of  darkness,  city  of  light, 

The  darkest  and  worst,   and   the   lightest   and 
best! 


The  Spirit  of  London  ceased,  the  roaring  died, 

And  the  fog  vanished,  leaving  a  clear  sky. 

Quietly  and  naturally  as  a  child 

That  sighs  and  turns  and  opens  sleepy  eyes 

To  see  his  nurse  beside  his  bed,  I  woke. 

Still  night  it  was,  and  the  low  stars  had  scarce 

Begun  to  pale,  though  in  the  farthest  east 

The  first  faint  blush  of  coming  dawn  was  spread. 

An  owl  home-flitting  hooted  as  he  passed 

And  from  some  distant  farm  a  watchful  cock 

Sent  forth  his  eager  herald- call.     I  rose 

Still  half  asleep  and  shook  my  dewy  coat, 

And  stretched   and  yawned,   and   went  upon  my 

way 

Marvelling  at  the  visions  I  had  seen, 
Still  hearing  in  my  dream-bemused  mind 
The  clarion  voices  of  the  Spirits  sing. 


O  cities  dead  and  gone  !     O  mighty  ruins 
Of  Thebes  and  Athens  and  Imperial  Rome  ! 
Why  do  our  thoughts  instinctive  fly  to  ye 
Rather  than  to  the  cities  of  to-day  ? 
There  is  romance  enough  in  them,  but  who 
Can  feel  his  spirit  drawn  as  if  by  chains 
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To  them  in  fond  imaginings  and  dreams  ? 

Is  it  but  the  glamour  of  the  past, 

Or  is  it  some  long- dormant  memory 

Of  former  lives  that  has  survived  their  end 

And  conjures  up  the  vision  of  a  scene 

Where  once  upon  a  time  we  lived  and  died  ? 
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